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CHAPTER I. 

It was dusk. The sombre grey shadows 
were creeping slowly but surely over a 
pretty picturesque-looking house situated 
in its own grounds. The last fading 
glance of a red July sun lit up with a* 
ruddy glow the pale delicate flowers of a 
westeria, which crept in and out of two 
stone pillars supporting the piazza. Trail- 
ing shrubs of all kinds were clinging to the 
walls, each seemingly ambitious of out- 
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reaching the other, and stretching their 
slender tendons free and untrammelled on 
the white roof of the piazza and over the 
front of , the house. The expiring monarch 
of the heavens dwelt on them all in his 
last farewell, and left a warm kiss on the 
many beautiful ferns and plants spread in 
brilliant profusion on each side of the 
entrance, under the French windows, from 
which the Venetian blinds had just been 
thrown back to let in the cool of the 
evening. Presently a young girl put her 
head out of the window, and evidently 
attracted by the quiet and repose around 
her, she drew it in again, and an instant 
after appeared at the door. One moment 
she stood irresolute, and then gathering up 
her delicate muslin skirts she passed down 
the white steps, lurid with fading crimson 
that seemed like the faint glory of another 
world. With her foot on the last step she 
paused, and lifted a pair of grey eyes 
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veiled in great curling lashes, to meet the 
king of orbs; but the maidens eyes 
drooped under that flood of golden glory, 
and she wandered away into the pleasant 
garden, and gave her attention to the 
flowers, one minute pausing to bury her 
fresh face in the creamy bosom of a Gloire 
de Dijon rose, or to stroke tenderly the 
great white silky petals of a monster 
lily, conspicuous on its tall slender stem, 
unlike his more modest cousins content 
to hide their fragrance in their shady 
leaves. But mindful of all, she stooped, 
and gathering a few, put them in her 
breast, where they nestled as if glad of 
such a home. 

" Mignonette— Mignonette 1" 

The name came slowly and lingeringly to 
her ear, as if half buried before its advent 
in the rich, thick foliage around. As she 
heard her name so softly murmured the 
girl started, and a flush, deeper than the 

1—2 
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dying sun left there, stole over her cheek. 
She stopped and listened. 

" Mignonette — Mignonette I" 

With a coquettish smile curling her 
red lips, and giving an inexpressible 
piquancy to the charming face, she went 
forward in the direction of the voice. At 
a small gate, half hidden by a drooping 
willow and a golden laburnum, was distin- 
guishable the dark figure of a man. As she 
put aside the slender boughs of the willow, 
and peered through the branch of the 
yellow laburnum, an eager admiration was 
depicted on the handsome young face 
watching her approach. The sight of 
those red, pouting lips and saucy grey 
eyes, were evidently ^ very pleasant sight 
to him, for presently as she burst into a 
low peal of laughter, that sounded like the 
tinkling of fairy bells, he bent forward, 
a light in his deep brown eyes. Pre- 
sently, her own bright orbs dancing, 
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and still half rippling to herself, she burst 
out: 

" What on earth is Captain de Mirasset 
doing at this gate at this time of night ? 
What would mamma say if she knew of 
such audacity ! And I declare/' scanning 
critically the gentleman's attire, " that you 
have been making acquaintance with a very 
dusty wall. Fie, fie, Captain de Mirasset, 
I thought only thieves and hirelings ever 
condescended to such means for effecting 
an entrance any where." 

" Tais ton badinage, petite" he replied, 
with amused defiance, " though I confess 
to your accusation. May I be allowed to 
wish though that you would find some- 
thing else to adorn your walls with than 
that wretched jagged glass. See what I 
have suffered in your cause, fair lady !" and 
he displayed a hand decidedly the worse 
for his exploit. 

" In my cause," retorted the girl saucily, 
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"I like that. As if Mignonette Raiuey 
would make rendezvous with a man with- 
out her mother's knowledge. Corns, 
Monsieur le Captaine" (more seriously), 
" tell me please what brings you here, 
instead of into our drawing-room like any 
ordinary person." 

" Because, Mignonette," and the dark 
face grew strangely earnest, "I have 
something to tell you. Come here close, 
child, and do not stand there like a saucy 
elf, bewildering one, out of those branches. 
You look like a sprite, a wood-nymph so, 
and I want to feel you are something 
tangible." 

Thus adjured, the girl came forward, 
a pretty bewildering figure, all smiles, 
dimples and coquetry. 

" Your servant, sir," she said demurely, 
with a slight curtsey. 

"That remains to be proved," he 
answered, smiling in spite of himself. 
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Seizing his opportunity as she approached, 
he caught one of her hands and drew her 
forward. "Mignonette, do try and be 
reasonable for one moment, and I will tell 
you why I am here, instead of in the 
presence of that cold, courtly mother of 
yours, and quiet, unsympathising sister. 
Mignonette, I am come to say good-bye. 
I am going away," and his dark eyes were 
bent anxiously and searchingly on hers to 
watch for the slightest change of expression 
in them. 

One moment she looked away, but 
whatever shadow may have crossed her 
face at his words was unseen. When she 
turned again it was only to ask lightly : 

" And what difference can the departure 
of Frank de Mirasset make to Mignonette 
Eainey ?" 

A sharp pain contracted the young man's 
brow, and two strong white teeth met in 
his lip till the blood came. 
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" Mignonette, I may be away one — two 
years," cried a voice deep and hoarse with 
hidden trouble. "Is it nothing to you 
that for all those months our hands may 
never meet together again; our voices 
never gladden each other's ears. Answer 
me, Mignonette," and his eyes rested 
greedily and anxiously on the provoking 
beauty of her face. 

" First tell me the reason of this sudden 
departure," she answered, half shyly, half 
coquettishly. 

He bent forward till his moustache 
swept the small white ear. 

" Listen ! I have received a letter from 
my father, who desires me to return to 
France. It seems that a rich uncle of 
itoine in Provence, has just lost his only 
child — a son, and he has mentioned a wish 
to see me. My father imagines he intends 
making me his heir, and bids me throw up 
my commission and all on the chance. It 
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is a risky thing to do, for there are others 
as near of kin as myself, but, Mignonette, 
if I thought you cared for my success," — his 
voice shook — " I will leave no stone un- 
turned to win a way into the old man's 
affections. Perhaps then your mother, 
who thinks me now too penniless and with- 
out prospects for her daughter, may be more 
amenable, and smile where she has only 
frowned. Petite! you know my love, 
how dear to me is every feature of your 
face, every turn of your head. My darling, 
tell me you return it just a little bit 1" and 
the young man's lips quivered in their 
passionate entreaty. "Surely I have not 
been mistaken/' he added, all the light 
leaving his face at her persistent silence. 

" I think you are very presumptuous," 
came at last from those rich red lips. " In 
fact you would mean to insinuate that I 
have encouraged you," with a delicious 
pout, which had entangled many a heart 
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besides Frank de Mirasset's. u You men 
are all the same, ready to construe a kind 
glance, a friendly pressure of the hand, into 
anything you wish." 

" Then I am to understand you have 
been trifling with me all this time, Miss 
Rainey," replied the young man, drawing 
himself up and looking white and stern ; 
" that the look that bade me welcome when 
mother and sister showed marked disap- 
proval, the frequent escort, the allowing me 
to call you by your Christian name when 
alone, the half-implied assent when ventur- 
ing on even more delicate ground, is only 
on a par with your usual style of behaviour. 
Mignonette/' as he caught the dimples 
coming and going in her cheek just a little 
more flushed than ordinary, "Mignonette," 
seizing her hand roughly, " this is no time 
for jesting. Tell me, do you love me, or do 
you not V 

The small head drooped first on one 
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shoulder then on to the other, and two 
great eyes peered curiously under their 
thick lashes, at her lover's disturbed 
countenance. 

" Answer me, Mignonette. Do you care 
one jot about me ?" 

"No — o," came slowly from the young 
lady's parted lips, and she opened those 
starry orbs of hers to their widest with an 
arch questioning glance that would once 
have driven him wild, but now was only the 
signal of his doom. He tossed her hand 
away from him passionately. 

" God forgive you !" he muttered between 
his teeth as he averted his head, so that 
she might not see the wild white pain in 
his face. One bitter struggle for composure 
and l^e turned round and lifted his hat. 
" Good-bye, then, Miss Rainey," very 
quietly, " I am sorry I have mistaken your 
manner, but another time when a man, 
lured on as I have been, tells you of his 
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love, try at least to be more sympathising. 
Do not let him feel you are laughing at 
him and scorning him for his weakness all 
the while." 

With this parting shot, he strode away 
through the orchard, crushing recklessly 
under his feet the golden carpet of butter- 
cups, interspersed with white daisies, and 
many coloured orchids. 

One moment the girl waited, as if expect- 
ing him to return ; another, and with a 
sudden change of countenance, she had 
slipped through the gate and was following 
him with quick, nimble steps. 

He turned as he heard those light foot- 
steps. 

" Miss Rainey " (with icy composure), " to 
what am I indebted for this — ahem — 
espionage V 

It was her turn to be discomposed now. 
The crimson mounted to her brow. 

"I — I was going to show you another — 
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another way out of — of the grounds," she 
stammered hurriedly. 

" Thank — you " (ironically), " I can dis- 
pense with your assistance. The way I 
came in at does well enough for me. The 
glass does not hurt half as much as some 
things one meets with," and he walked on 
a little quicker. 

The girl stopped and watched him. He 
had just reached the wall, one vault and 
he would be over. Mignonette's hands 
clasped and unclasped each other nervously. 
Just as he had his foot in the act to spring, 
she overcame her hesitation and bounded 
forward. Another instant and her hand 
was on his arm. 

"Frank! don't be a goose" (half 
laughing, half crying), "I will say any- 
thing you like, if you will only wait a 
minute." 

The young man turned and looked at 
her, surprise, doubt, joy, following each 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



14 FALSE OR TRUE. 

other rapidly in his speaking countenance. 
Then, as he read the truth in the downcast 
face, from which all trace of coquetry had 
vanished, with a low, glad laugh, he drew 
her into his arms, and with his heart in his 
eyes, contemplated the tell-tale colour 
flowing and ebbing in her cheeks. 

" So you were coquetting with me all the 
time, ma MignonneT he whispered joyously ; 
"while in your heart you were all mine. 
O, you women !" and he folded her closer 
to his breast and planted a first eager, 
lingering kiss on the ripe and now tremulous 
lips. 

" If you had not been blind, you might 
have seen it," she answered half petulantly ; 
" and I might have been spared the humili- 
ation of running after you, to undeceive 
you," and the hot ashamed colour again 
made riot in the downy cheek, and she 
struggled to free herself from his embrace. 
But he only took the little restless hands 
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and planted them round his neck, encircling 
the slender waist tighter with his strong 
arms. 

"Petite" he murmured seriously, "do 
not regret what you did. If you only 
knew, what a devil flew out of my breast, 
when I realised you were mine after all. 
Child, it was too cruel, that coquetry, and 
raised a storm of passions I dread to think 
of now. I was even making a bitter vow, 
that woman should be only my plaything 
henceforward, never more the recipient of 
my love and adoration." 

"I am so sorry," she said under her 
breath, half awed at the sombre fire with 
which he spoke. " I will not do it again," 
(penitently). 

He brightened up instantly and burst 
into a happy laugh as he realised her utter 
surrender. Mignonette again tried to 
escape from his caress. 

"Nol no, petite! you do not get away 
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so easily this time. Not till you have told 
me with those wicked perjured lips, ' I love 
you, Frank.' n 

"Then you must wait till doomsday," 
she retorted wilfully. "I have made 
concessions enough for once." 

" Say it !" he answered imperatively. 

" Never I" and she looked up with frank, 
saucy, defiant eyes. 

He laughed again. 

"Then take your punishment, dSso- 
bSissante" and he took the charming 
flower-like face in his two hands and 
pressed kiss after kiss on its fresh piquante 
beauty, till with a little sobbing cry she 
rent herself away. 

" Frank, you are cruel," and the pretty 
mouth had a downward droop, like that of 
an offended babe, and the great starry eyes 
swam in a hazy mist. 

"Forgive me, my own," he answered, 
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touched by that naive grief. "Forgive 
ine ! I would not offend my little love for 
anything, but petite, you provoke me so 
• horribly," and he drew her again to him, 
very gently this time, and smoothed the 
rich hair athwart his shoulder, with a touch 
10 her own father might have used. 

"Mignonette — Mignonette — Mignonette." 

How different were those tones to the 
first which had fallen on her ear, so cold, 
so distinct were these, with a faint sharp- 
ness in them. 

The girl started. 

" Frank, I must go," she whispered ; " is 
it really true that this is our last chance of 
meeting before you go abroad V and her 
eyes, devoid of all coquetry, all defiance, 
now, looked into his for the first time that 
night, full of a mute grief that told its 
own tale. 

"I am afraid so, my darling," and he 
pressed her to his heart with a sudden 
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anguish, "for I leave to-night. O! my 
beloved, promise me that you will never 
swerve in truth and love from me. Promise 
that no man shall ever have the right to 
touch your lips but me. Swear that you 
will wait at least two years before you 
dream of deserting me. If I am alive, I 
shall be here to claim you. I am determined 
to win you, if you will only remain true 
and patient. CJhild 1 promise me this and 
I shall rest satisfied !" and the handsome 
young head was bowed on hers, and the 
strong voice husky and broken in its 
passionate entreaty. 

" Frank 1" and the luminous grey eyes 
were lifted in solemn assurance to his, " I 
promise and look upon myself from this 
night as yours and yours alone. Only 
the knowledge of your falsehood shall ever 
change me. See these lilies," and she 
drew some from her breast and pressed 
them to her lips. " Frank, I give them 
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you, and let them be a mute pledge of our 
betrothal, and let the sight of them always 
keep you in mind of Mignonette Rainey. 
Are you satisfied ?" 

For all answer, he took the delicate 
drooping flowers and hid them carefully in 
his bosom, and then pressed the girl to him 
in one long, silent embrace. 

" Mignonette/' he said at last, " will you 
not give me one kiss of your own free 
will." 

This was no time for feminine bashful-, 
ness. Simply and quietly she drew his 
head down with her white hands and 
pressed her sweet lips to his forehead. 

" Frank, I love you," she murmured 
softly, as she did so. 

A sudden light sprang into his face like 
a flash of lightning in the dark of a 
storm. 

" God bless you ;" he said brokenly, 
" my lily, my pet, my flower I" 

2—2 
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One more long, close embrace, and then 
Mignonette drew back, and gathering up 
her skirts, fled homewards, never once 
looking back. The young man watched 
her till the last flutter of her dress disap- 
peared in the distance. Then with a sad 
smile he turned and vaulted over the wall. 
Another instant and he was pursuing the 
road to his rooms. 

Such is life. One moment a great 
crisis, another and we are going on in the 
monotonous groove of daily routine. 

As Mignonette retraced her steps, her 
bright young heart dull and hopeless for 
the first time in her life, she heard the 
same voice still calling out her name. 
Hurrying forward, a lady dressed in even- 
ing toilette met her on the steps. 

" Really, Mignonette, I wish you would 
answer when you are called. For the last 
five minutes have I been exerting my 
lungs for your benefit, and your sister is 
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searching for you in the garden. Such a 
foolish habit that of strolling out of ear- 
shot just at dinner-time." Mrs. Rainey 
spoke in a very injured tone. " And pray 
what have you been doing all the time," 
she added, her quick eye discovering the 
absence of flowers, generally the fruit of 
these ramblings. 

" Oh, wandering about," answered the 
girl, but in unusually subdued tones. 

"Alone, I hope?" enquired her mother, 
rather sharply, and feeling suspicious of 
that quiet manner. As she spoke she 
drew the girl into the sitting-room, and 
looked at her searchingly. Mignonette 
crimsoned under her gaze, but lifted her 
head and answered proudly : 

" Your suspicions are correct for once in 
a way, mamma, I was with Captain de 
Mirasset." 

" After my express commands too, that 
this foolish flirtation was to be given up," 
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replied Mrs. Rainey sternly. "Really, 
Mignonette, if my orders are not better 
attended to, I shall have to confine you to 
the house. You know my horror of your 
entering into any understanding with this 
young man, who has not a penny to his 
name nor likely to have." 

" You are too late, mamma," she 
answered quietly. " Frank de Mirasset is 
leaving for France to-night, and on his 
return I have promised to be his wife." 

" Mignonette ! how dared you ?" and her 
mother's voice trembled with suppressed 
anger. " A charming young man he must 
be too, to win you, without once having 
consulted your parent's wishes." 

" Mamma, you know that would you 
have listened to him, he would have come 
forward long ago, but you showed too 
plainly how utterly you scouted him as a 
suitor. Under such circumstances were 
both our hearts to be broken, because you 
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did not care if they were ?" She spoke 
warmly. 

" Fiddlesticks," answered Mrs. Rainey ; 
" broken, indeed! and you have not known 
him more than six weeks. Come, 
Mignonette, I insist on your writing at 
once and breaking off this match. It 
shall never take place with my con- 
sent." 

" It is no use," returned the girl calmly, 
" for he has not left me his address. We 
knew too well we should not be allowed to 
correspond in any way. Come, mamma, 
there is plenty of time before a union you 
seem to hold in such abhorrence can take 
place. Two whole years, perhaps ! If at 
the end of that time he is in a position to 
win me, you will allow him to come for- 
ward with your consent !" and Mignonette 
drew nearer to her mother, entreaty in her 
eyes and voice. 

" No ! I will, not !" returned Mrs. Rainey 
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decidedly. " Do you not know, do you 
not understand ? I hate all French people, 
and he is more than half French. My 
daughter shall never marry out of her own 
nation. You have the same hankerings as 
your father, and I will not allow it. How 
long did you say you had been given to 
make up your mind V 

" Not make up my mind," corrected her 
daughter. " That is made up already; but 
to wait ! two years !" 

"O 1" An involuntary sigh of relief broke 
from the lady. It was certainly a long re- 
spite. What might not happen in two years ? 
Such a match must never take place. 
What I give her bright, joyous daughter, the 
belle of the town, courted by men of the 
best families and undoubted means, to a 
French adventurer ? And as she thought, 
a look of determination came into her 
face that boded ill for her daughters 
peace. 4 
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" Go now, Mignonette," she said more 
quietly, " and find May. Dinner must be 
getting quite cold." 

As the girl left the room, Mrs. Rainey 
turned and stood near the window. Where 
were her thoughts ? They had gone back 
to a week before her wedding, when her 
husband, then her acknowledged suitor, 
but no lover, was speaking to her. 

" Mary !" he had said ; " our friends 
think the best thing we can do is to marry, 
so to please them we have agreed to join 
hands together ; my dear, you know how 
my heart has been buried in France all 
these years, in the grave of one of its 
daughters, so you must forgive me if I 
seem sometimes cold and distant. I know 
people think I am not half lover-like, but 
I told you all months ago, and you said 
you would overlook it, and if I was kind 
and true you would be content. Once 
more I ask you, before it is too late, if you 
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would like to retract I fancied I had 
seen a frown on your brow more than 
once when I was near you. Answer me ! 
Are you still willing to take me as I 
am r 

And she had said, " Yes." 

Again her thoughts took her to the 
birth of her second child. A boy had been 
wished for, but when it was only another 
little girl, Mrs. Rainey had asked her 
husband to choose a name for it. How 
well she remembered the look in his eyes 
as he bent over her and whispered : 

" Let it be ' Mignonette/ " 

What a strange jealous thrill had seized 
her and she had consented coldly, re- 
luctantly, for her heart felt sore that still 
that French love was remembered, and 
had not yet lost the power to stir his 
heart so strangely. Ah I Mary Rainey, if 
you could have put aside that cold icy 
manner, tinged with a sense of injury at 
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such a request, and instead, with a glad 
loving smile have laid your cheek to his, 
and murmured your pleasure at so being 
able to please him, your husband would 
have been won to you nearer henceforward. 
But you let it slip, like many another ; you 
even showed your vexation by neglecting 
the child who bore the obnoxious name I 
What wonder if you drifted further apart, 
and he died with the name of Mignonette 
on his lips, the attendants thinking it was 
his child who was his last thought, but 
you — you knew better, and ever since have 
felt an undying hatred for anything 
French, anything that reminded you of a 
hateful country • which, had stolen your 
husbands heart from you, and prevented 
his returning the love you really felt for 
him. 

All this was what passed before Mrs. 
Eainey as she stood there, tall, cold, hand- 
some, waiting for her daughter's entrance. 
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Let us lift the filmy lace that covers that 
full white breast, firm as marble and as 
cold, and read the consequences of such 
musings. 

" Mignonette shall never marry Franjois 
de Mirasset, had he the wealth even of 
California. Strive to coerce her I cannot ; 
she will never be driven. I will remain 
quiet, tacitly consenting, but when a good 
English suitor whom I approve appears on 
the scene, I will play my cards so as to 
insure success. All's fair in love and war, 
so Mignonette, my dear, daughter of your 
father, beware !" 

Poor little Mignonette, innocent and 
trusting, shall you be a match for your 
worldly, calculating mother? We leave 
you to the care of heaven and your own true 
heart. 

The girls now entering, mother and 
daughters proceeded to the dining-room, 
and here we leave them to enjoy their 
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somewhat spoiled repast, to say a few 
words as to who Frank de Mirasset was, 
his general status in the world, his 
qualities, etc. 

Captain Frangois Louis de Mirasset (let 
us give him his name in full) was the only- 
son of Baron Oscar de Mirasset, of noble 
lineage. But alas ! preux chevalier as he 
was, the baron was addicted to one fault — 
that of gambling. Married to a beautiful, 
wealthy Englishwoman, the temptation to 
risk large sums at those terrible green 
tables was too great to resist, and by 
degrees the Baroness de Mirasset saw her 
once noble fortune melting away like wax 
exposed to the fire. As she saw the crash 
coming, she entreated her husband to let 
her son be sent home and brought up in 
England, dreading lest his father's example 
might not prove a snare to the son. The 
baron, after some difficulties, consented, 
and at the age of five years, the boy was 
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sent home to his maternal relatives, and 
except for occasional visits to his parents, 
he rarely left them. When about ten 
years old, his French ties were greatly 
severed by the death of his mother, and 
the father, perhaps to lull his conscience 
which became rather obstreperous at this 
time, plunged deeper than ever in the 
insane infatuation of the gambling-table, 
till without a sou left, his own estate 
heavily mortgaged, he was obliged to 
accept the bare means of subsistence 
offered him by the rich brother to whom 
he had sent his son. Frank himself learnt 
all this by degrees, and it is not to be 
wondered at if father and son were 
separated through the knowledge. The 
young man felt bitterly the fact, that heir 
as he might have been to a good estate 
and great wealth, through his father's 
improvidence he had been done out of it. 
It was to his English relatives that he was 
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indebted for even his commission in the 
Buffs, and altogether his heart lay more in 
England than it did in France, and his 
love for Mignonette Rainey, whom he had 
met at a ball given by his regiment, wound 
his mothers country still more round it ; so 
though after all his destiny might settle 
him in France, Mrs. Rainey need not 
have feared a French bridegroom for her 
daughter. French he was in his courtesy, 
in his gentleness, in his chivalry, but there 
it ceased; his heart was English to the 
smallest particle, English in his true love, 
his strong, sturdy, independent nature, and 
above all, in his steady principles, for which 
alas ! his countrymen are not very famous. 
Tall, strongly made, with a dark handsome 
beauty of his own, and a pleasant, friendly 
smile for every one ; he was much admired 
and liked by his fellow-officers, and many 
a girl envied * Mignonette her admirer, 
penniless though they knew him to be. 
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Such was the man to whom our heroine 
had given her heart. It remains to be 
seen whether the trust was worthily 
fulfilled. 
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CHAPTEK II. 

The scene opens in the very same villa our 
eyes last dwelt upon. The month is the 
same, the flowers are in the old luxuriant 
abundance, and the creepers and lichens 
seem thicker and more aspiring than ever. 
The only difference is that two years have 
passed, and that instead of grey evening 
shadows, enriched by a mellow sun-set, the 
sun is streaming down in all its morning 
glory into the little library at the back of 
the house. Sitting there at the open 

3 
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window, some delicate embroidery in her 
hands, but great starry eyes wandering 
away into the silent garden, is our little 
Mignonette, sweet, bonnie and winsome as 
ever, only there is an older, sadder look in 
the bright young face. The gay laugh, so 
constantly the harbinger of her approach, 
comes more rarely now, and the once rest- 
less, active young form so exuberant with 
life and health, is how more subdued and 
regulated in its movements. Poor child, 
the last two years have been a constant 
trial. Not once has she heard directly or 
indirectly of Frank de Mirasset all that 
time, and yet her heart is as blindly 
trustful as the night when she let him 
take her to his heart and whisper of his 
love. There she sits in the little morning- 
room, sweet with the scent of heliotrope 
and toses, which the soft south wind brings 
in on his wings from the hot tranquil . 
garden, alive only with the pleasant hum 
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of the golden-coated wasps and blue-crested 
bees. Presently down goes that pretence 
of work, and, the brilliant little face poised 
on her hand, she gazes out, a wistful 
expressibn stealing into her eyes — far past 
the smooth lawn with its radiant and 
fanciful parterres — past that great copper- 
beech stretching its branches towards her 
— past the scented acacia, dropping white, 
honied blossoms at every gentle breath 
of wind — till they rest finally on the place 
where the amber branches of the laburnum 
mingle with the pale green of the willow. 
A smile half parts the rich delicate lips. 
She has gone back to that night, nearly 
two years ago, when first Frank told of his 
love. A happy pensive light steals into 
the young face. Her dreams are evidently 
very sweet, very bright. Suddenly they 
are interrupted. 

"Mignonette herel Why you were in 
your room I thought an instant ago. Bless 

3—2 
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the child I Mamma has been looking for 
you everywhere I" and May Rainey's voice 
had a slight asperity in it. 

Mignonette turned wearily towards her 
sister and half rose. 

"Does mamma want me, May?" she 
asked quietly. "The old, old subject, I 
suppose ?" 

" Yes, of course, and if you were not 
such a little goose, everything might have 
been arranged happily long ago. I some- 
times wonder," and the young lady con- 
fronted her sister curiously, " I sometimes 
wonder whether you are more knave or 
fool!" 

"Thank you," answered Mignonette 
shortly, " I trust I am neither." 

May shrugged her shoulders. 

"Well, when a girl can have riches, 
position, love showered at her feet and 
turns her back on all, one cannot but 
wonder O! herfe's mamma," and that 
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lady entered, calm, cold, handsome, as of 
yore, arrayed in an elegant morning 
wrapper, and her still luxuriant hair braided 
neatly under the very acme of Paris fashion 
in the way of a cap (by-the-bye, Mrs. Ttainey 
had no objection to French modistes and 
French taste). Very stately and attractive 
did she look ; it was the state of a man-of- 
war — the attractiveness of a floating ice- 
berg. 

"I wish to speak to you, Mignonette. 
My dear," turning to her eldest delight, 
"would you object to leaving us for a 

while r 

"O, certainly not, mamma!" and that 
young lady sailed out of the room, tall, 
cold, handsome as her mother — but 
evidently a little reluctantly. 

" Now, Mignonette," resumed her mother, 
settling herself comfortably on a low fauteuil, 
" perhaps now you will tell me what you 
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mean by last night's behaviour to Sir 
George Aid worth." 

The girl bit her lip. Then drawing her 
slight figure up, answered proudly : 

" Sir George spoke to me of love, mamma, 
and such words to the engaged wife of 
Frank de Mirasset are not permissible. I 
told him then and there, never to address 
me again in similar fashion." 

" Really, my dear," replied Mrs. Rainey, 
coldly sarcastic, " your innocent trust and 
devotion to a man who has long since 
forgotten you, is quite too delightful. I 
had no idea you would ever make such a 
charming Griselda." 

" Mamma, how dare you V and the girl's 
eyes flashed dangerously. "You know it 
is not the slightest use insinuating a 
hundred times a day that Frank de 
Mirasset has forgotten me. I will never 
believe it, unless I see the proof of his 
faithlessness in black and white." 
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A sudden smile curled Mrs. Rainey's 
thin lips, and she stooped as if to arrange 
a footstool more comfortably. 

"And if such a thing was shown to 
you," she continued calmly, "would you 
make up your mind to marry Sir George ?" 

"Mamma," and the girl's face flushed 
indignantly, "how can you wish me to 
marry a man more than double my age, 
and who is known to have been one of the 
greatest rouSs going ?" 

" He has the finest house and grounds 
in the place, can afford his wife every 
luxury, and he idolises the very ground 
you tread on." 

" But I hate him — I loathe him !" cried 
the girl almost fiercely ; " is that nothing ?" 

" I could wish you liked him better, my 
dear ; but as it is, if you married him, you 
would lose that feeling in a month. Custom 
reconciles one to everything." 

" It would not wiiih me I" exclaimed 
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Mignonette vehemently. " I would rather 
die first, than attempt, even, to get recon- 
ciled." 

"You have had your choice of others, 
Mignonette, young, good-looking and 
wealthy ; but Sir George is the only one 
whom your constant coldness — nay, rude- 
ness — has not alienated. Many are the 
girls who would wish to be in your place, 
and think it far sweeter to be an old 
man's darling than a young mans 
slave." 

"Then I blush for my sex," answered 
the girl defiantly, " and do not in the least 
sympathise with them. To have Sir 
George's face close to mine would sicken 
me with disgust," and she fairly shuddered 
" No, mamma, it may be unladylike to 
confess it, but I would rather lay down for 
Frank de Mirasset to walk over, than take 
Sir George, though he surround me with 
everything that money could purchase. 
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What are jewels to an aching head, and 
riches to a breaking heart V 9 

"Keally, Mignonette, you astound me 
by such sentiments. You might be a 
common love-sick country girl, by the way 
you express yourself, and I can only wonder 
how a daughter of mine came by such ideas," 

"lam inclined to marvel, too," replied 
the girl bitterly. " I can only suppose, it 
is poor papa I take after. If only he had 
been alive, I should not have been subjected 
to this persecution." 

Mrs. Rainey's eyes became like stone as 
she contemplated her daughter. Alas ! 
Mignonette, you have chosen the wrong 
way to your mothers heart. 

"We will not prolong this useless 
discussion," she answered rising, and 
speaking constrainedly. "Suffice it to 
say, that Sir George having honoured you 
with his regard, to the exclusion of your 
sister who would willingly be in your place, 
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I must beg you to put away once for all 
the nonsensical romance you have been 
weaving in your brain, and prepare to 
receive him as your future husband." 

" Mamma I" the girl's eyes were wide 
with a great pain, the scarlet lips tight and 
compressed. 

"I have spoken," uttered Mrs. Rainey 
with the air of an autocrat. "Your old 
lover has jilted you without a doubt. If 
you had any pride you would show, you 
could be faithless too." 

Mignonette winced at the heartless 
words, and put her hand to her heart as if 
she had received a blow. 

" You have spoken — so will I !" she then 
answered very quietly : " When Frank de 
Mirasset has proved false to me, it will be 
time to think of marrying Sir George! 
Till then, he and I have nothing in 
common," and with head very erect, she 
moved towards the door. 
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" Mignonette !" In her eagerness, Mrs. 
Rainey caught her daughter's dress. " If 
Captain de Mirasset is false, will you 
promise to marry Sir George V 9 

The girl, turned and looked at her with 
wild, sad eyes. Then gathering herself up, 
said, with a proud smile : 

"When Frank de Mirasset is false, I 
will wed Sir George Aldworth, but only 
the sight of his marriage with another, in 
black and white, shall ever convince me of 
his falsehood." Then unmolested, she 
passed out of the room. 

As the door closed on her youngest 
child, a sigh of relief broke from Mrs. 
Rainey, and a triumphant smile played on 
her face. 

"Once given her promise, the rest is 
easy," she murmured. " Mignonette 
Rainey, your father's own daughter, the 
trump cards are in my hand," and cold and 
confident she followed her child. 
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A week after the foregoing conversation, 

this rather curiously amalgamated family 

were seated at the breakfast-table. It was 

Mignonette's turn to preside over the coffee 

and tea this morning, and she made a 

pretty picture at the head of the table, 

handling the delicate fragile cups of pink 

china. There was a brighter look in her 

face to-day, and there was a slight touch 

of her old airiness of movement, as she 

looked about and touched one thing after 

another. Poor child, her mother had never 

said a word more of Sir George since that 

day week, though the gentleman still came 

in and out at his own sweet will, but she 

had been allowed to avoid him and nothing 

was said. Her mother, too, had been so 

much pleasanter and so had May. The 

respite was very sweet, for the poor girl 

had felt bitterly their estrangement of late. 

Poor unsuspecting little bird ! She never 

dreamt that there lay under that agreeable 
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exterior a whole world of hidden mischief, 
never imagined that certain letters directed 
to her which had appeared of late, were 
read and burnt, and that even now was on 
its way a few lines in a newspaper, that 
was destined to sear, as with a scorching 
iron, the young trusting heart. Poor child 
— poor child I 

" Rat-a-tat t-tatt-tatt," sounded on the 
door at this moment, and the footman 
entered with papers and letters on a salver, 
which he handed to Mrs. Rainey. That 
lady, with a deeper tinge than usual in her 
smooth cheek, scanned them all and then 
passed the newspapers on to May. The 
young lady paused in her breakfast to cast 
a glance over the list of births, marriages, 
and deaths. 

"Not a soul mentioned we know any- 
thing about," she began indifferently, then 
her eye catching something, she cast a 
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keen, questioning look at her mother, and 
then smiled peculiarly. 

" What is it, May ?" enquired her sister, 
looking up in time to catch that curious 
smile. "Discovered something after all? 
Is it a birth, marriage, or death?" she 
went on gaily ; " it must be the latter I 
suppose, to account for the solemnity of 
your face. Pass it on, do ! you excite my 
curiosity," and she held out her hand. 

May hesitated, and then at a sign from 
her mother, who had recovered her equa- 
nimity, passed it on. Somehow, both in- 
stinctively turned their heads away $s they 
did so. 

"On the morning of the 15th of July, 
at the Chapelle of St. Franjois, Provence, 
Fran?ois Louis de Mirasset, only son of 
Baron de Mirasset, to Marguerite D'Orsay, 
only daughter of the late Comte D'Orsay, 
Chateau D'Orsay-Gen^ve — " read out Mig- 
nonette, in her clear low voice, her eye in- 
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stantly falling on the right spot. Three 
times following did she read it, and it was 
only at the third she seemed to take in the 
meaning. When at last the hideous truth 
forced itself upon her, in all its naked 
reality, she averted her head, that none 
might see the bitter struggle for composure, 
the deep wound in her soul. 

In that moment's woe, faith, hope, love 
in any human being was killed, blighted 
to the very root ; and when at last, she 
turned to meet her mother's and sister's 
gaze, in the proud, hopeless eyes and deter- 
mined mouth, they almost failed to recog- 
nise the bonnie blithesome young beauty, 
the pride of the place. She walked up to 
her mother. 

" I will marry Sir George Aldworth 
when you like," she said, with a little 
harsh, grating laugh. "That was the 
bargain, was it not V 

Even Mrs. Rainey's heart was moved at 
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such utter desperation. For one moment 
she half relented. 

" My dear," rising and trying to put her 
arm round the erect young figure — "My 
dear, I am so sorry " 

" Don't, mamma/' interrupted the girl, 
with a sharp passionate cry, and repelling 
the unwonted caress with almost an ab- 
horrent gesture. " Don't be a hypocrite ; 
you know you are glad, horribly glad ;" 
and with that she fled up to her room ; 
out of sight of a mother and sister in- 
capable of entering into her grief, or of 
understanding the pangs, and bitter throes 
that were piercing the young, proud heart, 
deeper than a dagger's point. 

How long Mignonette stayed there, she 
never knew. With her bright head crushed 
in the coverlet, her hands clasping and 
unclasping themselves in impotent despair, 
her small white teeth meeting in her under- 
lips with cruel force, she remained l^our 
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after hour. She had loved Frank de 
Mirasset with a love passing that of woman, 
and this was her reward. Her chest rose 
and fell convulsively with the stern effort 
to repress her sobs ; the pretty white 
shoulders gleaming through her morning 
dress, heaved up and down like the restless 
waves of a troubled sea. Only two years 
before, &nd he had sworn he loved her, 
like no other woman. With what agonised 
entreaty he had bid her be true to him, 
and now he had failed in what he had urged 
on her! He was another's now — lost to her 
for ever and ever! Was it possible ? Was 
there no faith, no honour to be found on the 
whole of God's wide earth ? Was it true, 
what some said, that there was no Omni- 
potent Power who guided the destinies of 
his creatures ; none, who would punish such 
terrible perfidy ; none, who grieved at the 
utter waste of a young heart's pure love 
and trust ? Or, was there, like the heathen 

4 
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thought, a wild and terrible Deity, who 
delighted in desolation, and in laying heavy 
burdens on the children of men ? Surely 
then, if she was the first to feel his visita- 
tion, she, who could only be punished be- 
cause her love was so great and true ; he, 
the man who had blighted her life so 
suddenly and fearfully, should fall a victim 
also. Would he be allowed to take to his 
bosom that other woman, plant his kisses 
on her lips (how the girl shuddered and 
grew bitter at the thought), murmur in her 
ear the words of a love he had already 
vowed to her ? Was there no retribution, 
no justice anywhere? 

" My God, forgive me," she murmured 
in her wild despair. "Forgive me, if I seem 
to blaspheme, but all is dark, pitiably dark, 
and I see no light, no hope anywhere." 

Poor bruised young soul ! You wanted 
a mother's, a sister's voice in your ear, to 
whisper of the wind tempered to the shorn 
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lamb, of the Power that though for a 
moment, seemingly, stern and relentless, 
yet leaves a blessing in the bitterest cup 
of sorrow poor mortals can quaff. You 
wanted one who would point to the great 
wide sky above, and bid you look at its 
calm, varying majesty, mark the little 
bird fluttering confidently in its blue 
bosom, and murmur of the love which 
cares for the smallest of His creatures, 
and who therefore has in His heart, in 
His thoughts, a place ever ready for one 
of His despairing children. 

Oh ! Faith ! faith ! How beautiful thou 
art! Thy wings are of the palest azure, the 
hue of truth. Thy face is celestial, beam- 
ing with a glory stolen from the very gates 
of Heaven. Thy feet are as radiant un- 
tiring wings, which buoy one up with a 
sense of calm security and trust which 
nothing can shake or move. Oh, blessed 
faith! What" are doubts, diflicultie 

4—2 
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troubles, while we hold thee fast ? Thou 
castest a pale halo around them all, and 
with thee, sweetest and fairest, pressed close 
to our heart, we see earth's treasures 
melting from our grasp, with calm con- 
tented eye ; we see friends wax cold 
and distant, love, chill and become as 
dead; but we never stay to wonder, to 
weep, for our wrapt gaze is on thy mar- 
vellous beauty, intent on leading us into 
the very presence of the Unchangeable. 

Poor, Mignonette ! you had much to 
learn yet. 

It was the afternoon, when crushed and 
weak from excess of grief and want of food, 
she rose to admit her mother, who had 
already more than once attempted to effect 
an entrance, but the writhings of the 
proud young heart were sacred ; in loneli- 
ness and silence, she bore with them. 
But at last, Mrs. Eainey and her daughter 
stood face to face. A pang crossed the 
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mother's cold heart as she realised the 
change that morning's work had done for 
her child. Yes, she might well look, for 
the sweetest mark of God's touch had 
passed from Mignonette Rainey, for many 
a day to come. The bright trust, the con- 
fiding innocence, her chiefest ornament 
was gone — stricken dead, that fair July 
day. A bitter reckless expression had 
stolen into the glorious eyes, made only, 
one would have thought, for mirth and 
laughter. The cherry of her lips was 
a deeper crimson, with the force with 
which they had been bitten, and a faint 
sarcastic curl marred their once soft smil- 
ing lines. Altogether, Mrs. Rainey, you 
must have rejoiced over your handi- 
work. 

" My dear child," murmured her mother; 
"I was wondering what had become of 
you, you must really come and take some 
refreshment, you look quite ill." 
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"Keally I" with faint sarcasm. "Is Sir 
George here ?" suddenly. 

Mrs. Rainey coloured. 

" Yes I my dear !" hesitatingly ; she could 
not forget her daughters farewell speech. 

" You have not lost time in taking me 
at my word," she said, with a bitter little 
laugh. 

"Mignonette," and her mother's voice 
was reproachful, "believe me, I never 
sent for him. I would have spared you 
to-day if I could. But he is getting im- 
patient for a decided answer," and here 
Mrs. Rainey turned away from the steadfast 
gaze riveted on her. " You know he will 
not take your refusal as final." . 

" Impatient ! he has been wonderfully 
the reverse then, the past week ; why 
should to-day make a sudden difference ?" 
and Mignonette's suspicious eyes showed 
how, trust and faith once uprooted, it is 
difficult to believe in any one afterwards, 
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even your nearest and dearest. " However, 
I must say like the Turk, € Kismet/ and 
submit, I suppose." 

" I will tell the maid to bring you up 
some refreshment," replied the mother, 
quietly; "you will be all the better for 
something," and she left her daughter, and 
went downstairs. 

Mignonette turned to bathe her face and 
smooth her hair. A bitter smile curled 
her lip as looking into the glass she her- 
self noticed the change in her face. 

"Bah," she said aloud; "you are be- 
ginning to know a little more of the world 
and its ways, Mignonette Kainey. You 
have been too great a simpleton, my 
dear, and your teaching is hard but no 
doubt necessary. Now, Lady Aldworth, 
adieu 1" 

But even as she uttered those last words, 
a great revulsion of feeling passed over 
her. That hated name seemed to stagnate, 
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somehow, the very blood in her veins. 
Oh ! Heaven ! what had she done ? what 
promised ? Chained for life to a man she 
despised, whose touch she hated ! Fool, 
fool ! Was not one grief bad enough as it 
was, without trying to turn it into a life-long 
one ? And she had promised ! If she told 
him all, would he not voluntarily give her 
up ? No, no ; he was not generous enough 
for that. There lay no hope there. Yet 
after all, she had not bound herself to him 
yet. Her mother might still help her to 
escape. Would she ? ah ! would she ? 

The subject of her thoughts just then 
returned with a glass of wine and some 
biscuits. 

"Drink this, Mignonette," putting the 
wine to her lips. " You look like a ghost, 
and Sir George does not like spectres," and 
she tried to speak lightly. 

The girl pushed the glass away. 

" Mamma, listen to me," and she caught 
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her mother's hands. " Do you love me a 
little bit ? I know you do not so well as 
May, but still, a little bit ?" and her sad 
eyes swam for the first time in a great 
hazy mist. 

"Of course I do my dear," and Mrs. 
Rainey's lips touched her daughter's fore- 
head in unwonted tenderness. 

" Then, mamma," with a gasp of entreaty, 
" you will give me back my promise ? I 
cannot, oh I I cannot marry Sir George." 

Mrs. Rainey's face grew stern again. 

" Mignonette, what ' do you mean ? Are 
you still hankering after this faithless lover 
of yours V 

A great flood of indignant scarlet stained 
the wet, white face. " No ! oh no ! Can 
you not understand?" and the slender 
hands were tightly clenched. " But why, 
because I have been unhappy in one love, 
must I make myself a thousand times more 
wretched in another ?" 
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" Because you have promised." Coldly, 
unrelentingly, were the words uttered, and 
Mignonette felt her last chance of escape 
was gone. 

Vainly is the net spread in the sight of 
any bird, says the proverb, but alas ! it 
does not always hold good, for there a^e 
some human birds who see it coming, see 
it spreading by degrees over them, and in 
a dull despair, a hopeless apathy, are 
powerless to evade it. So felt Mignonette ; 
one gesture of passionate despair, and then 
she was her old hard self again, the old 
bitter, reckless expression back in her 
face. 

" If it must be, it must," she said with 
that little grating laugh. "Another 
Iphigenia to the sacrifice ! The sooner it 
is over the better, anyhow. Where is he ?" 

" In the drawing-room." 

Without another word, Mignonette 
descended the stairs deliberately. Sir 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



FALSE OR TRUE. 59 

George met her at the door, and taking 
her hand, half drew her in to a seat by his 
side. He was a big, rather stout-looking 
man, of fifty-five, with a countenance 
which, notwithstanding a certain latent 
good-nature, bore marks of a life spent in 
no mild pastoral scenes. The full sensual 
mouth, heavy under-jaw, coarse rubicund 
complexion, were not certainly attractive 
to lovers of the beautiful, and his eyes — 
well, perhaps you can imagine what they 
were like, when I tell you that they told 
of a life spent principally in making des 
yeux doux at some woman or another. Yet 
with all his admiration for the fair sex, Sir 
George had never been caught before in 
the toils of matrimony, though many were 
the traps ambitious mammas laid for him, 
anxious their daughters should make the 
match of the county. No ! nothing could 
win him from his flirting bacherlorhood, 
till he came across the bonnie winsome face 
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of Mignonette Rainey. But then all was 
changed, and he certainly was as anxious 
to enter into the holy estate, as he had 
previously been to keep out of it. Most 
violently 6pris was he with our little 
heroine, and her coldness, her scorn, her 
rudeness, only fired the flame, and made 
him the more determined to bide his time 
and wait, till the mother had helped him 
to win her child. To do him justice, he 
knew nothing whatever of that mother's 
manoeuvres to throw her into his arms. It 
was impossible for him not to see that 
Mignonette nearly hated him, but he put 
it down to fancv, and was more bent than 
ever on winning the bright coquettish 
beauty for his own. He had vowed, willing 
or unwilling, she should be his, and Sir 
George Aldworth was not the man to let 
any small delicacies stand in the way of 
his wishes. Here he was now. bending 
over the object of his elderly passion 
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with a gallantry worthy of a younger 
man. 

" Miss Rainey," he was whispering, " am 
I really to understand from your mother 
that at last I may venture to hope for a 
satisfactory termination to my long wooing? 
Do you really intend to reward my patience 
by the gift of this little hand, and that 
before no very long date," and he took the 
cold passive fingers in his and pressed them 
to his lips, in an attitude the perfection of 
enamoured delight. 

"If Sir George Aldworth can really 
make up his mind to wed with a girl who 
has not the slightest heart to bestow on 
him, who, on the contrary, would prefer 
being let alone, then his patience as he 
calls it — / call it obstinacy — is about to be 
rewarded, if the gift of myself, minus a 
heart, be a reward." 

Sir George bit his lip. How rude — how 
scornful — how icy ! But she was so 
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beautiful ! Surely once his wife, that 
would pass. What woman's heart that he 
had known had not bowed down before 
the gods of riches — luxury — position ? and 
he could offer her all — forestall her every 
wish — dress her in toilettes that should 
make other women die of envy. Oh, yes, 
he was safe ; he would win her, body and 
soul, yet ! Thus reassured, he felt only the 
more resolved in his suit. The more she 
held aloof, the further did he advance. 
How many men after all have the same 
spirit of opposition ! How few care for the 
love that drops into their hands, for the 
flowers most easily plucked, the glories 
tumbling ingloriously upon them. But 
hold aloof, their love is gained; let the 
flowers be out of reach, they will strain 
every nerve to come at them ; be it hard, 
difficult, toilsome, to win the glory will be 
thoroughly appreciated when it comes. 
" Mignonette," answered Sir George, 
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seating himself by her side. " I wish you 
could spare me a civil word sometimes. 
Surely you must own my love must be 
great to have waited a whole year as I 
have done, on the bare chance of winning 
you, without a single encouraging sentence 
from you to give me hope. Mignonette, I 
do not think you know half of the love I 
feel for you I" 

The girl was silent. To her it seemed 
bitter mockery — this man of fifty-five years, 
whose loves, she had been told, were too 
many to count, coming to her and speaking 
of his fancy, his passion, under the holy 
name of love. She half turned, so that he 
might not see the look of weary scorn on 
her face. 

Her silence helped him to proceed. 

"Mignonette, I cannot give you up. 
Willing or unwilling I will take you. 
Give me your hand if you really consent." 

" You quite understand," she said slowly, 
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" I can never love you in the very least — I 
have no heart to give." 

"I may be allowed at least to doubt 
that," he answered, brightly and confidently. 
" I believe I shall win you yet !" 

" Sir George I no !" and she rose, grave 
and quiet, before him. " My heart is dead. 
I have loved once, but I shall never love 
again ! 

"Nonsense! you are a great deal too 
young to talk like that ; some little disap- 
pointment, I suppose?" and he actually 
laughed. To him, who had gone through 
so many, only to transfer his affections, to 
somebody else, it might well seem laugh- 
able, the idea of this young girl talking of 
her heart being dead. He did not see the 
disgust on the proud, quiet face. Deliber- 
ately she moved to the door. 

"Then it is all settled, and there is 
nothing more to say," and she passed her 
hand wearily across her eyes. " Sir George, 
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you can go and tell mamma ! I am going 
into the garden." 

" If you will wait a moment, I should 
like to accompany you." 

" Thank you, I would rather be alone." 

He was taken aback. This strong dis- 
relish for his society was certainly not 
flattering. 

"Very well, Mignonette," he answered, 
evidently annoyed, " your wish is my law 
— at least at present," meaningly. " Later 
on, I hope the husband will be more 
welcome than the lover. But at least, 
before you go, I may claim this privilege," 
and before she understood his meaning, he 
had taken the delicate face in one of his 
large hands and was about to press his 
lips to hers, when suddenly a fond dark 
face, alive with passionate pleading, rose 
before her eye, imploring her never to 
let another man's lips touch hers. With a 
sharp sudden cry she rent herself away 

5 
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from that red face so near her own, and 
stood contemplating him with flashing, 
indignant eyes. 

"I am not your wife yet," she cried 
passionately, and then she fled far, far out 
into the garden, to ease her riven soul in 
the soft sympathy of the flowers, to confide 
her griefs to the soft, tender south wind, 
that came and lifted the heavy waves of 
hair from her hot forehead, and murmured 
over her a caressing dirge, that was low 
and sweet as a mother s lullaby. " ! you 
beautiful flowers," she said to herself, as 
she bent forward and laid her warm cheek 
against a large white lily. "Would I 
could be as calm, as sweet, as pure as you 
all are, content, whatever wind or storm 
passes over you, to bow your heads in 
meek submission, and then when it has 
passed, to lift them up stately and un- 
shaken as of yore. Who is it that says, 
4 Consider the lilies of the field. . . . V I 
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seem to remember some lesson to be learnt 
from your sweet pale faces. But — I forget 
— everything seems dim and indistinct, 
but my misery — and that I shall never 
forget," and clasping her hands to her 
swelling heart, she cast up a face so full 
of anguish to the pure sky above, that 
surely heaven was moved to divine pity at 
so young a creature struggling with its 
pain. 

Presently she stooped before a bed of 
lilies of the valley. She gathered one 
slowly and lingeringly, then looked at it as 
it lay — white and innocent and fragrant in 
her palm. 

" Little lily," she murmured, a world of 
pathos in her voice, a mournful agony in 
her grey eyes. "Do you know, your 
sisters have played me false. I gave him 
some, those I had in my breast that night, 
and I bade them even in death to speak to 
him of me — alas ! they have forgotten — 
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little lily — fly and tell them of their broken 
trust," and with a wild kiss on its frail 
bells, she tossed it into the air. It fell 
bruised and broken a few yards from her 
feet. "Like my heart," she whispered, 
and going up to it, she wiped the dust with 
tender fingers from the delicate petals. 
"Never mind, little lily, fate is hard to 
both. Lie there now," and she dropped it 
into her bosom, " to remind me of a love 
that is past, and to steel me for my future." 
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CHAPTER III. 

A month has passed, bringing in its train 
another life, another destiny for Mignonette 
Rainey. It is night, and the girl is sitting 
by her bed-room window, silent and very 
still. To-mprrow is to see her Sir George 
Aldworth's wife. His wife, never more to 
be separated from him, night or day. It 
is the first time all these weeks, Mignonette 
has once paused to think on the career she 
has chosen for herself. She has been in a 
kind of passive whirl, allowing all to be 
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settled and arranged for her, without a 
word of opposition. 

" Do not tease me," was all she stipur 
lated, and wisely her mother and bride- 
groom left her alone. But here to-night, 
and alone, thoughts so long restrained, 
begin to .arise and move her strangely. 
She looks round her room, endeared to her 
by constant association, sacred through the 
grief only its walls have witnessed, at the 
pretty French bed so delicately clean and 
graceful with its pale blue and muslin 
hangings, at the small table covered with 
nicknacks she has loved to collect, at 
the white solemn figure of an angel with 
outstretched wings she has placed above 
her bed. As she looks, first her lips 
tremble mutely, and then the large sof- 
tening tears fall on her clasped hands. 
Her eyes remain fixed at last on the sweet 
face of the angel, her guardian spirit, 
as the girl had once called it Then she 
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went softly, mutely, and knelt beside it. 
There seemed a silent reproach about 
the figure that seemed to move her 
strangely. Thought after thought surged 
through the awakening brain, and at last 
she rose with a great sad cry. 

" What have I done ? What have I 
done V 9 

" Ah ! Mignonette, yes ! what have you 
done V 

With wide dilated eyes she stood in the 
centre of the room, her hands pressed to 
her heart. Was it all really true I that 
Frank was false ! that to-morrow she would 
be Sir George Aldworth's wife. To- 
morrow I ' She had not realised it was so 
soon. Everything had gone so quietly. 
He had refrained from appropriating her, 
had never once attempted to press another 
caress on her lips. But to-morrow all 
would be changed. She would be his, to 
do what he liked with, to take into his 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



72 FALSE OR TRUE. 

arms and touch her face with his kisses. 
Oh heaven ! the thought was agony. A 
great shuddering horror seized her, the 
fragile figure trembled as if with icy 
cold. 

"I cannot do it — I cannot do it," she 
cried in her woe. " Frank ! Frank I It is 
you who have brought me to this ! Oh I 
may the great Power above, judge between 
me and you," and she covered her face with 
her hands, in silent bitterness. 

" If mamma would only have released 
me from my promise when I first asked 
her," she said, despairingly, after a pause ; 
" but no ! she was pitiless ! oh, has she no 
sorrow for her child on the eve of such a 
fate?" 

Going to the window, she leant out to 
let the cool night air kiss her forehead and 
dry the wet traces on her cheeks. The 
intense quiet all around, seemed to soothe 
the troubled young spirit, for she remained 
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mute and still, one moment with sad eyes 
scanning the starry heavens, and wonder- 
ing in a vague way, if they were angels' 
eyes looking down on her, another, envying 
the repose of the flowers as they lay 
with petals tightly closed and drooping 
heads, folded in night's shady embrace. 

" They are so happy and careless," she 
thought. " They let the evening shadows 
lull them in their arms, as contentedly as 
they let the radiant morning come and 
rouse them with sunny smiles and kisses ; 
oh I could I do the same!" and she shud- 
dered again as she thought of the only 
embrace that awaited her, and how she 
loathed it. 

Presently she drew in her head, a look 
of determination on her face. She went to 
her wardrobe, drew on a white peignoir, 
and pushed her little bare feet into a pair 
of slippers. A solemn figure, with long 
hair streaming down her back, she paused 
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once more before the figure of the 
angel. 

" I am going," she said slowly and 
quietly, "I am going to my mother. I 
will plead with her, as Ruth pleaded with 
Naomi, to let me stay with her always, and 
give up this marriage. If I am successful, 
my life and love shall be hers henceforward. 
If she refuse — then misery and despair !" 
And with a strange smile on her features 
she passed out of the room. 

Mrs. Rainey was standing near the 
mantelpiece in her room, deeply engaged in 
a letter. As her daughter entered, scarcely 
knocking, she coloured with annoyance, 
and concealed the letter in her pocket. 
She was still dressed, though late for that 
household, who loved early hours. 

" Mignonette, my dear, what brings you 
here at this time of night ?" she said, trying 
to speak cheerfully. " Is there anything 
that we have forgotten for to-morrow ?" 
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" No ! mamma, nothing that I know of. 
I came " — and Mignonette's face was white 
and set as she faced her mother — " I came 
to tell you that my courage fails me at the 
last, and that I cannot marry Sir George." 

Mrs. Rainey could hardly believe her 
ears. 

" To what must I attribute this sudden 
change/' she inquired breathlessly. 

"To my intense repugnance to the 
gentleman," responded Mignonette quietly. 

"The old, old story," answered her 
mother, with an involuntary sigh of relief. 
"Mignonette! I had hoped you had got 
over all that nonsense, and would be ready 
to accept the good things in store for you 
in a proper spirit." 

" What good things ?" 

"Pshaw!" and Mrs. Rainey looked white 
with vexation. " Why I riches, rank, 
position, power ! Are these nothing ? 
You are a most ungrateful, thankless child, 
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after all my exertions to procure you 
enjoyments, without which, the world is 
but a sorry place after all. Why May 
would be in raptures at such a prospect 
before her. I cannot understand you. 
Why are you different from other girls V 9 

" I do not know," she answered, in a 
dreamy way ; " unless " — and her pale 
cheek flushed — "unless it is because I have 
seen what marriage ought to be. Mamma! 
I have loved P with quiet dignity. 

" Nonsense. A foolish sentimentalism, 
that you will thank me one day for helping 
you to overcome. Run to your bed now, 
and let me hear no more of this. Every- 
thing is ready for the morrow, and if I 
would I cannot help you." 

" Mamma, dearest mamma !" there was 
agony of entreaty now in the young face. 
" I beseech you have pity on me. I 
abhor Sir George ; the thought that to- 
morrow I am his for ever and ever, fills me 
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with a shuddering horror I cannot over- 
come. ! mother, by your own early 
days with papa, for the sake of the love 
you felt for each other, save me from this 
fate, this union with a man in whom there 
is nothing to command even my respect. 
Mother, if you will only save me, I will be 
such a daughter to you henceforth. Love, 
duty, devotion, I will lavish all on you, 
with a full heart. I shall never want to 
leave you. As Ruth was to Naomi, so 
would I be to you. Mamma, say you will 
save me yet," the great eyes shone with 
intense feeling, and the rich voice was 
broken with earnest affection. 

A low laugh was her reply. 

"Really, my dear Mignonette, this is 
too delightful ! what a capital actress you 
would make. Captain de Mirasset deserves 
credit for one thing at least, having brought 
to light a talent which, but for him, might 
for ever have remained in abeyance. As 
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for all that touching appeal about the 
terms your father and I were on, you forget 
that all people do not marry on the ardent 
sentiments you seem to imagine. It is 
only the young and supremely foolish who 
think love to be the only incentive to 
matrimony. Mignonette, have you no 
pride, no sense of dignity, that you cannot 
revenge yourself on a man who has jilted 
you T 

A great revulsion swept over the girl's 
face. That indifferent mockery touched 
her to the quick. In a moment all the 
soft light had passed away, and her eyes 
were blazing with passionate scorn. 

" I will never plead to you again," she 
cried, in her wild despair. " I ask you for 
bread and you give me a stone. I come to 
you with better feelings struggling for 
mastery, and you try to raise a devil in my 
heart. You know I am .proud, and that 
Captain de Mirassets defection has touched 
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me on that weakest point, and you try and 
sway me to your will, through a fault which 
changed an angel of light to a spirit of 
darkness. So be it ; I give in. On your 
head be the misery and the grief if ill comes 
of it." And she turned and left the room 
without another word. 

Poor child ! her mother's utter heartless- 
ness had come upon her like a blow, and 
yet Mrs. Rainey did not mean to wound 
her daughter. She simply did not under- 
stand her, that was all. That delicate, 
impulsive organisation was totally beyond 
her ken. To her dying day she would 
never comprehend her second child. As 
she had said once, she was her father's 
own daughter, none of hers. 

£oor Mignonette ! once more in her room 
alone, all the fire melted from the young 
face, and a great bitter woe covered it 
as with a pall. She clasped her white 
arms above her head, and a weary cry 
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burst from her lips like the moan of a child 
in pain. 

" My last hope is gone ! I am falling 
into a black gulf with open eyes, and 
no one will stretch out a hand to save 
me." 

Mothers ! how can you do it ? How 
can you see the misery under your very 
eyes, and still persist in selling your 
children to the highest bidder ? What 
wonder that daughters so given, turn into 
light wives, to whom pleasure, excitement, 
dress become the chief motive for existence. 
Many a woman can date her hardness, her 
worldliness, her folly, to that one fault of 
her life — a loveless marriage. Some may 
be happy, who, caring nothing for a man, 
give themselves into his keeping ; but they 
are those, whom a former love has never 
stirred to depths unknown, those also to 
whom love is only fancy. She may be 
happy too, who, heart-whole, gives herself 
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to a man of high and noble nature ; sooner 
or later she must be won. But alas ! for 
her who has tasted of love's sweet poison, 
drunk it in with every breath of her being! 
There remains to her, wedded to another 
than her heart's choice, a constant gnawing 
pain, an aching vacuum, which excitement 
alone can lull or fill, unless, indeed, religion 
pure and true stands up to guard her ; but 
alas ! how few mothers, nowadays, give 
their daughters that safeguard, and yet 
they launch them out on the world in their 
loveless marriages, and expect them to be 
happy and content when they have secured 
for them gold and position. Yes, you 
mothers I With satisfied smile you lay 
your heads on your pillows and feel how 
well you have worked for them, and ignore 
totally, the young heart, too often mad 
with the extent of its misery, crushed 
under the weight of the rich robes and 
dazzling jewels in which they stand pre- 
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pared for the sacrifice. How many go to the 
altar thus ! Is it to be wondered at that 
a holocaust is the result of all that is pure, 
true, and soft, in woman's nature. 

May our Mignonette be spared from buch 
a fate. Into the hands of an over-ruling 
Providence we leave her, whose dealings 
are often tenderer than those of the most 
loving parents. 
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It is the wedding-day. The sun is shining 
down with mighty force upon Mignonette 
Rainey's home. The delicate plants and 
shrubs look shrivelled and scorched under 
the ardent gaze of the fiery king. The 
great lilies' petals are yellow and drooping, 
and the pale roses and their brighter 
brethren seem to be gasping entreatingly 
for relief. Only the large golden sun- 
flowers in the orchard seem content in that 
withering atmosphere, and they look up 
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with broad, smiling, undaunted faces, at 
the monarch of the heavens, and veil not 
their regard, even for him. 

In her room, the last time she will ever 
be in it in the same character, stands the 
bride. 

All the rich, soft draperies of shimmering 
satin and lace, the snowy wreath of orange 
and stephanotis in her hair, cannot hide 
the dumb misery of a face, beautiful indeed, 
but wanting in every fair adjunct that 
becomes a young girl on the morn that is 
to see her wedded to the husband of her 
choice. Those fixed eyes, that mouth 
half smiling in bitter mockery at herself, 
the whole mute, half-defiant aspect, argue 
little for the future happiness of Mignonette 
Ttainey. Lovely she looks, indeed, but it 
is the white mocking, despairing loveliness 
as of a fallen angel. So might Lucifer, son 
of the morning, have appeared, as he gazed 
for the last time on the glories of the 
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heaven, his own pride had shut out from 
him for ever. 

Without a word she lets her mother and 
sister arrange her draperies, bows her tall 
young head for the filmy veil to be thrown 
over her. Not a syllable has she addressed 
to either of them since she rose that morn- 
ing, and in her heart she feels as if she 
would never speak to them again, for what 
word of sympathy, or of love, has she heard 
from their lips ? 

"My dear," at last ventured Mrs. 
Rainey, "I do not like those pearls for 
you. You are too pale for them. Will 
you not put on these coral and brilliants 
Sir George gave you a little while ago." 

Mignonette simply shook her head. The 
pearls were her own, her fathers gift. 
Somehow she was determined not to wear 
a single thingof Sir George's until absolutely 
obliged. 

At this moment the front door bell rang, 
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and the maid entered shortly afterwards 
bearing in her hand a covered box. 

" Sir George Haldworth's compliments, 
ma'am, and he hoped as how Miss Rainey 
would wear these this morning. He is 
sorry to be so late in sending them, but 
they have only just arrived from town." 

As Mignonette made not the slightest 
movement forward, at a sign from her 
mother May took the parcel and opened it. 

She gave a shrill scream of delight at its 
contents. A magnificent collarette of 
diamonds, two tiny earrings to match, and 
a charming aigrette lay in sparkling 
brilliancy under her eyes. 

" Really, Mignonette, you are a fortunate 
girl," she exclaimed. " Sir George is quite 
princely. May I be equally lucky some 
day, is all I hope." 

"More chains," at last murmured her 
sister. " Poor man ! does he think those 
about to be forged are not thick enough, or 
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does he think my love is to be bought," 
and a scornful flash came into her eyes, and 
she pushed them away. 

Her mother, dreading another scene, 
quietly left the room, leaving the two 
sisters alone. 

"Mignonette, you will surely wear 
these ?" asked May, incredulously. " No ! 
Well, I cannot make you out. Why, I 
should adore a man that could give me 
such things as these." 

"Would you really?" and a curious wist- 
ful expression came into Mignonette's eyes. 
" I suppose we are different, May. How I 
wish it was you fated to wear them, instead 
of me." 

" So do I," answered her sister frankly. 
" I would give worlds to be in your place, 
only, unfortunately, Sir George did not see 
it in the same light. How funny it is, his 
caring for you so much, who dislike him so, 
while he passed me over, who could have 
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been perfectly happy with him. However, 
it is human nature, I suppose, always to 
like what it is hardest to get, and I do not 
blame him, though I must say I marvel at 
your not being able to appreciate what you 
have got. You will have me up to stay 
with you sometimes, Mignonette, and give 
me a season in town, won't you, dear ? 
Perhaps after all I may make as good a 
match I" and May was quite affectionate as 
she put the diamonds away reluctantly. 

" May," and Mignonette came close to 
her sister and took both her hands in hers, 
" May 1" with a sudden wild hope spring- 
ing into her face. " Suppose you marry 
Sir George instead of me 1" 

" I ? " and May's cold, handsome eyes 
opened to their widest extent. 

u Yes, you," and Mignonette's fingers 
trembled with earnestness, and a bright 
pink spot came into her cheeks. "Suppose, 
May, I took off this dress and put it on 
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you. There is time yet. We are the same 
height, and have the same coloured hair, 
and this Brussels lace veil will hide the 
different features." 

Her sister burst into a laugh. 

" You little simpleton," she said ; " and 
what do you think Sir George would say 
to me when he discovered the mistake ? 
Pleasant position for me to be in." 

" He would soon get over it. It is only 
a wild fancy he has taken for me. We 
have not one thought, one taste, one feel- 
ing, in common. Now, you have. It 
would turn out such a blessing to all 
parties. Oh ! May, will you ?" 

" No I of course not," said the other, 
decidedly. " Why, you would have to 
take my place as bridesmaid, and how 
would you manage that, and escape obser- 
vation. You must be quite mad to think 
of such a thing." 

" Am I ?" and the sudden flush and 
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interest died out of her face. "Well, 
perhaps I am !" and with a dull, hopeless 
kind of a smile she turned away. 

Half an hour passed. Mother and sister 
were gone on to the church, and Mig- 
nonette was alone, waiting the summons to 
her carriage. 

" The carriage is at the door, Miss Mig- 
nonette," said the voice of her maid; " and, 
Mr. Rainey told me to tell you to make 
haste, as it is rather late ; the last of the 
carriages went off some time ago." 

" Very well, I will be down in a minute." 

She only paused to draw a slip of paper 
from her bosom and read it through, to press 
to her lips a tiny faded lily, and then tread 
it under' foot firmly and deliberately. 
Then with only that bit of paper close 
to her heart, with a face like marble, she 
descended the stairs. 

Her uncle, only arrived that morning, 
came forward to greet her. He was a 
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jocose, merry old gentleman who had an 
idea that all brides were happy, and that 
this one especially must have her head quite 
turned by the good things in store for her. 

" We are late, my dear, I am afraid," 
he said ; " and we have such a long dis- 
tance to go," and he led her forward, saw 
her into the carriage, and followed her, in an 
agony of fear lest he should tread on some 
of those numerous draperies. But he 
settled himself opposite her without having 
done any mischief, luckily ; and off they 
went in the direction of the church, which, 
as they lived in the country was some dis- 
tance off; Mrs. Rainey despising a simple 
service in the little rustic country church 
close at hand. 

" Must keep up your spirits, my dear," 
said her uncle cheerily, thinking his niece 
unusually serious for what he remembered 
of her. " There is not the least occasion 
to be nervous." 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



92 FALSE OR TRUE. 

" I am not in the least nervous," she 
answered steadily, and lifting two large 
solemn eyes to his face. Even the veil 
could not hide the dark weary lines under 
them. 

Somehow, they seemed quite to upset 
him, for he fidgeted on his seat, and at last 
stammered out : 

"Forgive me, my dear, but I — I am 
afraid I — I made rather a — a foolish 
speech." 

" O ! pray do not apologise, uncle," she 
replied, lifting her veil, so carefully ar- 
ranged, as if even its light weight oppressed 
her that hot day. " Only, I am not ex- 
actly what you would call a bashful loving 
bride — that's all !" and she smiled, but oh, 
what irony, what despair was in that smile! 

Mr. Rainey was fairly startled ; those 
words of his niece seemed to reveal a whole 
world of hidden feeling, that smile was a 
revelation in itself. He was very silent 
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for some time, for he felt he did not know 
what to say. The bright, saucy Mignonette 
he remembered was a woman now, with a 
tale of her own to conceal. She could not 
laugh and joke with her old bachelor uncle 
any more. All the young, glad mirth was 
quenched, the young face, old before its time. 
Was she selling herself for gold and now be- 
ginning to reap her punishment? Ah women 
were queer creatures, and thankful he was 
that he had so little experience of them ; 
but still, little Mignonette, his brother's pet 
child, to turn out mercenary and calcu- 
lating ! should he ask her, and perhaps save 
her yet? But a glance at the still rigid 
face restrained him ; presently his eyes 
wandered to the window, and he watched 
the few passers-by in an abstracted kind 
of way. At last, the figure of a young 
man in dusty travel-stained garments, met 
his eyes, and when by accident he turned 
his head and looked into the carriage, Mr. 
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Rainey nearly jumped off his seat at the 
dark scowl that greeted him. 

" Heaven !" he exclaimed, quite per- 
turbed ; " Mignonette, just look at that 
man. Did you ever see such an expression 
in your life ?" 

The girl bent forward indifferently, but 
her eyes no sooner caught sight of that 
dark forbidding face, than she uttered a 
shrill scream, and with hands tightly 
clenched gazed at it, as if at a spectre 
risen from the grave. The traveller paused, 
and looked into the carriage again. Frank 
de Mirasset, and Mignonette Rainey were 
face to face. 

He lifted his hat and bowed with a 
bitter irony, and then with a look of intense 
hatred and contempt, he walked on. 
What did it mean ? How had she merited 
such treatment ? How dared he treat her 
with such scorn, while it was he who ought 
to have cowered like a convicted criminal 
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under her eye? Good God! might he be 
true after all ? 

" Uncle, stop the carriage ! oh! do stop 
it !" she exclaimed, half wild with excite- 
ment, as the horses seemed leaving that 
bitter face behind them. 

Amazed beyond words, Mr. Rainey did 
as he was desired, and the carriage stopped. 
It took but a few minutes for Frank de 
Mirasset to reach them, but he made as if 
he would walk on. 

" Frank," cried the girl, in sudden 
agony ; " come here, I must and will speak 
to you." 

He hesitated, and then came forward. 

"And what can Miss Rainey have to 
say to me?" he inquired, lifting his hat 
a second time in mocking politeness, and 
meeting her eyes with the sombre, subdued 
fire of his. But shp never quailed. She 
gave back scorn for scorn. 

" I want to know," with sudden, awful 
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calm. " What you meant by that look of 
contempt, you hurled at me just now ?" 

" Surely, Miss Rainey need not ask. 
Is she not about to be Sir George Aid- 
worth's bride ?" 

" Yes ! but who drove her to it ?" with 
hushed excitement. "Who trod on the 
faithful heart lying at his feet, wait- 
ing for him month after month, though 
both mother and sister united in perse- 
cuting her for its truth? Who spurned the 
girl he had vowed to be true to, and took 
to his bosom a French wife, days before 
the girl herself ever wavered in her love 
and trust? Who was thus heartless, fickle, 
false ? Frank de Mirasset ! And you — dare 
to meet my gaze in full, and taunt me with 
my broken vow ; you — who should be on 
your knees to me, in the very dust ?" 

" Mignonette, what do you mean ?" and 
a mystified expression was on his face ; 
" I take the sky above to witness if ever in 
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thought, word, or deed, I have been false 
to you, the whole of these two years." 

" What does this mean then V 9 and very 
white and still, she drew that slip of paper 
from her bosom. " This, that for the last 
two months has lain close to my heart, to 
steel it against a traitor, and give me 
courage for this fate." 

He took it eagerly, and read the an- 
nouncement of his marriage. Surprise, 
anger — relief, were depicted in his coun- 
tenance. As he finished he bent for- 
ward, a whole- world of tenderness in his 
voice : 

" Love, little love," he murmured, " we 
have both been cruelly deceived I Thank 
God it may not be yet too late to retrieve 
our error. Child, did you never get my 
letters?" 

"Letters!" she cried. "No! Ah, Frank! 
I see ; I have been the victim of a hideous 
plot. Save me ! oh, save me !" 

• 7 
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For all answer he. turned the handle of 
the door, and took a place by Mr. Barney's 
side. The latter gentleman's feelings at 
this strange rencontre can be imagined. 
Surely such a thing was unheard o£ a bride 
on her journey to the altar, stopping her 
carriage to have an interview with a former 
love. What ought a bachelor uncle to do 
in such a case ? Express himself scanda- 
lised, and order the coachman to drive on ? 
And yet in his heart of hearts, the good 
man felt sorry for the young people, 
evidently so cruelly duped. He who 
hesitates is lost, and Mr. Rainey proved no 
exception to the rule, when his niece sud- 
denly bent forward and put both her white 
arms round his neck. 

"Uncle, dear uncle, I cannot go on. 
Please take me home." 

His face was a picture in its comical 
distress. 

"Mignonette, you must be joking! 
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Throw over Sir George at the very altar ! 
It is impossible ! I cannot countenance 
such a thing. What will all the world 
say?" 

" Say !" interrupted Frank ; " why, what 
they like. Listen, sir, to what I have to 
unfold, and then ask yourself if so vile a 
plot deserves to succeed/' 

And then in a few brief words, he told 
his tale. How Mignonette and he had 
been betrothed, without her mother's con- 
sent. How he had gone abroad, and 
lived nearly two years with his uncle, and 
was told about the end of that time how 
he shoijld be his uncle's heir, if he would 
marry a connection of his, a Mademoiselle 
D'Orsay, already on her way from Geneva 
to become his bride. How he had indig- 
nantly rejected the proposal, and avowed 
his engagement to a young lady at home. 
He depicted in a few powerful words, his 
uncle's anger, and himself sent adrift to 
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make a fortune as best he could. How 
for some weeks he had striven against fate, 
and just when all hope was dead within him, 
he was telegraphed for, to the deathbed of 
his uncle, who left him, after all, sole heir 
to his property and wealth. How he had 
written home to Mignonette telling her of all 
that had happened, and informing her that 
he would soon be in England to claim her 
promise. Having no answer he wrote 
again, and then to Mrs. Rainey, which last 
was answered by the lady in person. It 
consisted merely of a message from Mig- 
nonette, begging that all might be for- 
gotten, as she was engaged to Sir George 
Aldworth, and an announcement cut out of 
the Court Journal, ratifying the state- 
ment. " Mignonette," be continued, as he 
pressed the little hand in some unaccount- 
able manner, close to his, "that letter 
made me mad — mad, and I was about 
starting instantly for England to upbraid 
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you with your faithlessness. But I could 
not get away. There was my uncle's 
funeral to be superintended, and some tire- 
some law matters to be attended to. But 
that once over, I started, and have travelled 
night and day to be in time for your 
wedding ; I meant at the very altar, to have 
denounced you for your perfidy, and wished 
you joy of your choice. God be praised 
we have both been spared this trial ! Sir," 
he continued, turning to Mr. Rainey, de- 
spite himself an impressed and interested 
listener, " do you now think Mignonette 
is not justified in her refusal to wed with 
Sir George Aid worth ?" 

" Say, yes," whispered his niece, coax- 
ingly, and lifting two radiant eyes to his 
face ; " dear uncle, say yes." 

He smiled. The sight of the happiness 
once more stealing into the young face, 
decided Mr. Bainey more than anything. 
Yet he spoke once again : 
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" You never received Frank de Mirasset's 
letters, Miguonette ?" 

" Not one," and a strange pain con- 
tracted the white brow, as the girl realised 
bow mother and sister had combined to- 
gether to rob her of her happiness. 
" Mamma must have read them through, 
and from them composed the advertise- 
ment that appeared in the paper. I never 
doubted it for one minute. It seemed all 
so circumstantial. O, uncle, it was too 
cruel !" and the large eyes were misty, as 
she remembered the misery she had gone 
through. 

" It was a shameful thing," echoed Mr. 
Rainey, decidedly. "Well, what are we 
to do, go back again ?" and there was. a 
puzzled, uncomfortable expression in his 
benevolent countenance. He felt his sister- 
in-law would not forgive him in a hurry 
for the part he was playing. 

" If you will permit me to suggest some- 
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thing, sir," began Frank, eagerly ; " but 
it seems to me, the best way to get rid 
of our difficulties, is to turn into yonder 
village church, and for you to give me 
a husband's right to protect your niece. 
Mignonette," pressing the little hand rest- 
ing so contentedly in his, "you will not 
regret your exchange." 

She did not answer, but the shy radiant 
eyes, the rush of crimson, was enough. 

" Capital idea," said Mr. Rainey, rub- 
bing his hands, for he felt now, he was in 
for it, decidedly glad of disappointing 
bridegroom, mother and all, and making 
this young couple happy. It was all so 
romantic too ; and he felt like a character 
in a play or a book, and such a novel 
sensation was quite pleasant for a change. 
After all, what did it matter if his sister 
was mortally offended ? They had never been 
the very dearest of friends, so he would 
not die under the effects of her displeasure. 
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So with a good-humoured chuckle, he 
patted his niece's cheek, shook hands with 
Frank, and prepared himself to enter into 
their plans with the zest of a school-boy. 

To the coachman's immense astonishment, 
he was suddenly told to turn round, and 
drive to the parish church. That worthy, 
after the first excitement, winked know- 
ingly to his companion on the box. 

" Fought shy at the last, I guess," he 
muttered, audibly ; " always thought as how 
my young miss was sweet on the young dark 
fellow as just got in. Depend upon it 
they are going to make a runaway match. 
We all knowed as how she never cared a 
pin for Sir George. Lor ! how put out 
the missus '11 be, but any how, we only 
done as we're told. Hie, there ! gee up, 
lazy-bones" (to the horses this), and off 
they went at a spanking trot to the pretty 
little church, half hidden with the ivy 
which entwined it lovingly. 
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Fortunately for our friends, the morning 
service was just concluded, and the clergy- 
man was that moment bethinking himself 
of doffing his surplus. His surprise cannot 
be expressed, as he beheld a lady dressed 
in her bridal robes, and a young gentleman 
by her side, whose clothes looked anything 
but festive, advancing towards him up the 
aisle, and his relief was great to behold 
the respectable figure of Mr. Rainey. The 
latter advanced, explained matters a little, 
and then the service, the solemn, awful ser- 
vice, so frequently desecrated, was performed, 
and the words said that bound Mignonette 
Rainey, to Frank de Mirasset, for ever, 
" till death them did part." When the 
blessing was pronounced, Frank drew his 
wife's little hand, brilliant with the mys- 
terious golden circlet that made her his, 
into his arm, and led her into the vestry, 
there to bid adieu for ever to her maiden 
name. Poor little Mignonette felt in a 
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great happy dream. It all seemed so 
wonderful, this sudden meeting, when all 
her life seemed blighted for ever, that she 
clung to her husband in a kind of serious 
ecstasy, that touched him strangely, and he 
felt his eyes grow hazy as they fell on the 
hushed glorified beauty of her face. As 
for one moment, Mr. Rainey and the 
clergyman left them to themselves, he 
lifted her veil and drew her close — -close 
into his arms, in wrapt silent thanksgiving. 
His — his for ever and ever. 

" Frank," she murmured at last, " my 
Frank," and her starry eyes were full 
of pure high feeling. " Our God is very 
good. I feel now, though I once doubted, 
that there is One, who shapes and directs 
our lives for us, and when in our blindness 
we would make our path crooked, He 
comes and straightens it, and leads .us 
tenderly in the right one ;" and then the 
fair young head drooped on her husband's 



?l<2 



FALSE OB TRUE. 107 

breast. His only reply was to strain her 
to his heart, and press a long lingering kiss 
on the smooth white forehead. He could not 
speak. He felt as if words would choke 
him. 

Mr. Rainey now entered. 

" Well, young people," he said, cheerily, 
" may I ask what you intend doing now. 
After this flagrant breach of etiquette, you 
will not be very welcome at my sister s, I 
am afraid. Mr. Tupholme, here, and I, 
have just been trying to arrange some- 
thing."* 

" Had not Mignonette and I better leave 
by the first train for town," suggested 
Frank, rather mystified by his sudden 
happiness. 

" What !" and Mr. Rainey broke into a 
laugh. " Carry off my niece just as she is! 
Why, my good fellow> even you perhaps 
will own, that a bridal dress is not exactly 
the thing to travel in. You would at- 
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tract more attention than you wish, I 
suspect P 

Frank smiled and looked blank. He 
did not feel in the least capable of arrang- 
ing matters. 

" Lucky for you, young people," con- 
tinued Mr. Rainey with a chuckle, " that 
you have somebody with you who is not in 
love, and who can think of everyday 
matters. While you have been humbugging, 
here, Mr. Tupholme and I have arranged 
how to help you out of your dilemma. You, 
young sir, must just walk off to your hotel, 
and put on some more respectable habili- 
ments, for those are not exactly the correct 
thing, you know, under the circumstances, 
and Mr. Tupholme will take charge of my 
niece P 

" Leave my wife P exclaimed Frank ; 
" no, sir, she comes with me. # Surely the 
hotel can receive us both !" 

"Ha! haP laughed Mr. Rainey, "I 
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pity you, my dear Mignonette, if the 
marital authority is to be displayed so 
soon. But come, Captain de Mirasset, be- 
lieve me, my arrangement is the best. 
Mignonette will be quite safe at the 
vicarage, under Mrs. Tupholme's care, and 
I will go back to the house and tell your 
wife's maid to despatch her travelling dress. 
Then this afternoon I will see you both off 
for town, and your boxes shall follow in due 
course. Now, what do you say 1" 

" Nothing," replied Frank, whose common 
sense told him it was the only wise course 
to pursue in their peculiar position, and 
rousing himself he turned to his little wife, 
who looked confused at all these arrange- 
ments. " So, petite" he whispered, " this 
inexorable relation is bent on separating 
us, but only for a while. We shall meet in 
a few hours, and then, please God, these 
weary partings will be over. Darling, do 
not look so, or else I shall stay and spoil 
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all," and regardless of lookers-on, lie stooped 
and kissed away two heavy tears that 
gathered in Mignonette's eyes. Poor child! 
she had a feeling as if that delightful dream 
was coming to a close, and stern reality 
taking its place. 

" Is it quite necessary to part us ?" asked 
Frank, as he saw and understood the mute 
pain in his bride's face. 

"Quite," echoed both gentlemen, Mr. 
Tupholme having entered at this junc- 
ture. 

" It is all right, ma mignonne" he again 
murmured reassuringly. " We shall meet 
at the station this afternoon. Au revoir, 
then, rnon lis, ma Jleurette" and not 
daring to look again at the sweet face, he 
turned and walked off with Mr. Rainey. 
Mr. Tupholme then advanced towards the 
bride. 

" Madame de Mirasset," he said kindly ; 
"do not be alarmed. If you will come 
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with me, niy wife will do her best to make 
you comfortable." 

Somehow that name seemed to restore 
her composure, for she brightened up and 
put her hand passively in his arm. 

"You will not let us be parted?" she said 
softly ; as she did so, gazing at him with 
two wet eyes. " You will take me to him 
again !" 

" O ! yes," he said smiling, and also 
touched, for he began to understand hpw 
the young heart had been trifled with. 
"No one can keep husband and wife 
separate, you know ;" and thus speaking, he 
led her out of the church and into the 
vicarage, which was quite close. Mrs. 
Tupholme met them at the door. She was 
a pale, gentle-looking woman, and welcomed 
her guest very pleasantly. Taking her by 
the hand she ushered her into a pretty 
little room and there left her, feeling, with 
true delicacy, that the young wife would be 
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glad to be left to herself for a while. And 
she was right. Mignonette's heart was 
very full. The strange events following 
each other so rapidly had unstrung her, 
and it was almost bliss to be alone to go 
over them quietly, and realise how her 
sorrow had been turned into joy, and that 
instead of a husband she loathed, her own 
old love had stepped in and claimed her 
before it was too late. 

By degrees, a great, happy calm spread 
over the young face. The hard, bitter 
lines melted away, and instead, the old 
innocent trust and love were back again, 
intensified for their brief absence. The 
rich pouting mouth had a downward 
droop like that of a babe undecided 
between laughing and crying ; but as 
her eye fell on the small gold band en- 
circling her finger, a red flush, like that 
left on the snow of a mountain top by 
the setting sun, spread over her cheek, and 
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with a brilliant shy smile she stooped and 
pressed it to her lips. Then looking up 
guiltily to be sure that none had witnessed 
her action, she rose, and standing before 
the mirror over the mantel-piece, she burst 
into a low rippling laugh, and the glad 
young eyes danced with their old mirth and 
glee. 

" Frank's wife," she murmured. " I can 
scarcely believe it. Are you sure you are 
not dreaming, Mignonette Rainey — no — 
Mignonette de Mirasset," and she laughed 
again, showing all her pretty white teeth. 
" I must make certain I am ntft asleep," 
and she pinched her cheek playfully, and as 
she felt the pain and saw the colour deepen 
in her face, she clapped her hands and 
curtseyed to the radiant figure in the glass. 
." Bon jour, Madame de Mirasset, votes avez 
meiUeure mine aujourd'hui. AssurSment 
le bonheur est un peintre superbe." 

In her eagerness she did not hear the 
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rustle of a dress, till suddenly in the mirror 
over her shoulder, she saw reflected the 
pale gentle face of the clergyman's wife. 
With a pretty start, and the conscious 
crimson covering face, neck and bosom, 
she turned round, but something in the 
sympathising countenance touched her. It 
was what she wanted. She went up to the 
small slight figure and clasped her round 
the neck. 

" Oh I Mrs. Tupholme, I am so happy, 
so happy ! Do not think me silly, and 
frivolous; but, O! if you knew what I have 
gone through, and to think it is all over, 
that I am Frank's wife after all ; I, who 
never thought to feel his arms round me 
again !" 

" Sorrow may endure for a night, but 
joy cometh in the morning," murmured, 
Mrs. Tupholme, in serious tones. " My 
dear," returning the girls embrace af- 
fectionately, and stroking her hair : " you 
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have, indeed, much to be thankful for. Sir 
George Aldworth is not a man I should 
care any daughter of mine to marry. I 
would rather see her in her grave first. 
Marriage should lead us higher, never lower. 
My child, you have had a great escape. 
In your joy forget not One who in your 
trouble did not forget you." 

A sweet sober expression came into the 
young bride's face, and she clasped her new 
friend closer as she whispered : 

"Thank you. One is apt to forget those 
things when all the shadow is gone, but I 
will try and not forget again." 

"And now, my dear," continued Mrs. 
Tupholme, more brightly, " will you 
come and join us at lunch ? We shall be 
quite alone." 

Even as she spoke there was a loud 
knock at the front door. The quiet 
vicarage was not often disturbed by such a 
rata-ta-tatt-tatt-tatt, and instinctively both 
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went to the window to see the author of 
all the noise. Mignonette turned white as 
the wreath in her hair, as she beheld her 
mother and uncle together. 

"Mrs. Tupholme," she cried, implor- 
ingly, catching that lady by her dress; 
" you will befriend me. You will not let 
mamma part Frank and me." 

" Hush ! hush I my dear," returned her 
hostess, reassuringly ; " they cannot do it 
if they wish. See! who is that young 
man who has just joined them ?" 

"It is Frank! oh, it is my husband!" 
cried Mignonette, rapturously ; and she 
followed Mrs. Tupholme downstairs more 
confidently. As they entered the sitting- 
room, whither the guests had been already 
shown, Frank came forward and stood near 
his bride. There was a bright young joy 
about him that was catching. He evidently 
was in no doubt* as to the upshot of this 
meeting, and his encouraging manner set 
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Mignonette more at her ease. Mrs. Rainey, 
after greeting quietly and politely, the lady 
of the house, turned to her daughter. 

" Mignonette," she began, and then she 
paused, while the colour came and went 
curiously in her smooth cheek. Was she 
experiencing for the first time a slight 
feeling of shame for the part she had 
played, for the trick which had nearly 
robbed her daughter of a life's happiness ? 
However, her daughter thought it was so, 
and noticing her confusion, and wishing 
in her generous warm heart to spare her 
mother the humiliation of avowing her 
fault before strangers, she rushed forward 
impulsively and clasped her round the 
neck. 

" Mamma, darling ! forgive me I intreat 
you for what I have done. I am so sorry if 
I have caused you annoyance, and trouble ; 
but, when I knew Frank was true, I could 
not marry Sir George. Mamma, forgive 
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me, forgive us both !" and she looked so 
affectionately, and entreatingly into Mrs. 
Rainey's face, that the latter stooped and 
kissed her with a tenderness Mignonette 
had never experienced in her life. 

" Dear child/' she said, " as every 
thing has turned out, I am glad for your 
sake. You will be happy I trust, and so 
will my May." 

" May t " echoed the girl, wonderingly. 
" Why, what has she to do with it V 

" Your husband will explain, my love," 
and Mrs. Rainey smoothed out the folds 
of her lace shawl, a strange gratified smile 
on her lips. 

"It is just this, petite " said her husband, 
leading her to a distant corner. "Your 
mother forgives us both, as there is now 
no reason for not doing so, Sir George 
having consoled himself for your derelic- 
tion by marrying your sister instead." 

" Sir George marry May — my sister ?" 
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cried Mignonette, her great eyes wide 
with an immense surprise. " Mamma, is it 
really true ? — tell me I" 

" Yes, my dear," said her mother ; her 
usual composed manner quite restored, 
though her evident gratification was shown 
in every feature of her countenance. 
" When you never arrived at the church 
and the guests, and bridesmaids were all 
waiting, Sir George got fearfully savage, 
declared he had been fooled, and altogether 
made himself extremely disagreeable. At 
last, unable to stand it any longer, he came 
up to me and said : ' Mrs. Rainey, I am 
determined I will not put up with this ; 
a man of my position jilted at the very 
altar ! I came here to be married, and I swear 
I will not leave till I am ; as one daughter 
is not forthcoming, I must insist on your 
letting the other fill her place/ What 
could I say, my dear? I sympathised with 
him thoroughly, and knew too, that May 
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would be only too delighted, so I bid him 
ask her, and he did so. The end of it all 
was, that they were married. The break- 
fast intended for you was given for them; 
and Sir George and Lady Aldworth," with 
a proud smile, " have just left in a carriage- 
and-four, for his seat in Ellesmere." 

" Oh 1 I am glad/' exclaimed Mig- 
nonette, clasping her hands ; " what a 
delightful finale! May will suit him so 
well, and fill her position so much better 
than I should. I am not half dignified 
enough. All that wealth and fuss, would 
simply have annihilated me 1" 

" Not to say, the husband into the 
bargain," whispered Frank, drawing her 
to one side again. " Tell me, petite, that 
you are sure you do not regret the ex- 
change," and he looked half confidently, 
half anxiously into the now bright, blushing 
face. 

" Never ask me that again, Frank," 
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lifting her eloquent, starry eyes to his, 
while her cheek glowed and softened like 
a carnation in the summer sun, and then 
with a spice of her old coquetry, she 
whispered : " Make as much of that con- 
fession as you can, for I shall be sparing 
of them in the future ; you must not be 
allowed to grow conceited. I kept you in 
good order once upon a time, if you re- 
member; I intend to do so still/* 

" I am afraid it will be more difficult, 
mignonne" he returned, in the same low 
voice, and his dark eyes gazing at her 
with an expression under which her own 
drooped confusedly. "My wife must 
learn to be more amenable in the future, 
else the punishment she shrank from two 
years ago will be repeated till she cry for 
mercy." 

" I defy you," she said saucily, and ele- 
vating her pretty eyebrows in the old, arch, 
mischievous way. 
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" Take care." He bent forward, but 
she evidently already repented her hasarde 
retort, for she retreated quickly to her 
mother's side, scarlet as a poppy and shy 
as a dove. 

" Now, my dear," said her mother, " bid 
adieu to your kind friends, and prepare to 
return with me. We will manage to give 
you some sort of a breakfast, and then 
despatch you on your travels. Let every- 
thing be finished en rhgle, which is more 
than can be said for the beginning/' As 
Mignonette left the room with Mrs. Tup- 
holme, she turned to her son-in-law: "Come, 
Captain de Mirasset, we will let bygones 
be bygones. Make my daughter happy, 
and I will try and not regret an alliance I 
once so much dreaded." 

Frank bowed over her hand like a French 
courtier, and then drawing himself up 
proudly, answered : 

" I thank you, madam ; and I trust that, 
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as far as I am concerned, your child shall 
never regret what she has done to-day. 
As to her happiness, I also venture to hope 
that her chance of that will be as great 
with me as ever it could have been with 
Sir George Aldworth." 

Mrs. Rainey winced. She did not like 
that implied sarcasm at all, but that dear, 
good Mr. Rainey came forward to relieve 
her from her embarrassment by exclaiming : 

" Here is Mignonette, sister, and I think 
the sooner we get rid of this tiresome 
couple the better, in my opinion. The 
amount of exertion and fatigue, both of body 
and mind, I have gone through this morn- 
ing on these young people's account is sim- 
ply incredible, and leaves me only the more 
determined never to have a word to say to 
a marriageable woman in the future for fear 
of being led into similar antics. Come, 
young sir, you are dying to be alone with 
your wife for a few moments, I know. 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



124 FALSE OR TRUE. 

There's your carriage, so get in and drive 
off. I will look after my sister. " 

And laughing, yet nothing loth, both 
bride and bridegroom were hurried into 
their brougham, and sent off 

And now, my readers, I have no doubt 
you agree with Mr. Rainey that it is time 
we got rid of this tiresome couple, so they 
wish you a long farewell, only hoping that 
destiny has ordained for you a fate as 
happy and brilliant with love and happi- 
ness as lies in store for them. 
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She was noble, beautiful, wealthy ; he only 
a poor, nameless sculptor, with a pale, in- 
telligent face, in which beamed the fire of 
a divine, aspiring genius. 

Alone they stood, close to the door of 
the studio. All was silence round them. 
The light of day was waning gradually, 
and the early moon, already visible, shone 
silvery and clear into the room, lighting up 
with a white radiance the models strewn 
about, and, above all, throwing out in 
strong relief those two silent figures. 
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Presently he spoke. 

" Signorina, your bust is finished, and I 
dare to say, that nowhere would you have 
had a more living likeness;" and the sculptor 
threw a proud, satisfied glance at his work, 
which, indeed, w r as worthy of his pride, so 
perfect was the resemblance to the fair 
original. The lady followed his eyes, and 
involuntarily, as it were, heaved a sigh. 

" So my sittings are over, Signor Monto," 
she murmured in low musical tones ; " and 
now you would tell me that my visits must 
end," and again she sighed. 

He looked at her quickly and curiously. 

"Yes, signorina, I shall need your pre- 
sence no longer," and as those dark eyes 
bent on him a thrilling look, he muttered, 
"and I confess I am glad." 

" Glad 1" and the look of reproach and 
pique in those seductive eyes made the 
young sculptor flush to the roots of his 
hair, but he answered calmly : 
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"Yes, signorina; there are some things 
it is dangerous to meet too often." 

" And I am one of them ?" she murmured 
softly, while a flash of triumph illumined 
her face. 

"Si! signorina/' and the sculptor bowed 
frigidly. 

She drew nearer. 

" Ah, you mistake, signor," and her voice 
was dangerously low. " To some, perhaps. 
But ah, Signor Luigi, genius is a great 
leveller, and there is yet something a 
greater^ leveller than all." The last words 
were scarcely above a whisper. 

The sculptor raised his eye of fire to that 
exquisite face. The eyelashes drooped on 
the lady's cheek, and a deeper % tinge 
seemed to settle on the rich skin. Then 
suddenly she raised those white lids lan- 
guidly, and shot out from their heavy 
fringes a glance that positively thrilled 
to the tips of the sculptor's fingers. His 
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calm expression changed and grew agi- 
tated. 

" For Heaven's sake, Contessa," he said 
hoarsely, " try none of your witcheries on 
me. It is cruel this jesting with human 
hearts. I have heard how many have suf- 
fered through your means. Have mercy 
at least on one !" 

The look of triumph deepened in her 
eyes though he saw it not. She was bring- 
ing him to her feet, this proud man on 
whom she had wasted so much trouble. 
She had thought she was never to make 
him forget his position viewed with hers, 
and the Contessa di Solferino had never 
failed as yet in bending to her will any 
man's heart. He was the first that had 
seemed to withstand her arts, and he must 
be signally punished. 

Softer and softer grew her glance. 
Her figure drooped and swayed, as if 
on the point of dropping on his breast. 
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But still the sculptor tried to withstand 
the mad passion growing in his heart. 

"Addio, then Signor Luigi," she mur- 
mured, in low sad tones, that spoke 
volumes. " Addio ! The Contessa, will no 
longer stay where she is thought thus 
dangerous," and her lips actually seemed 
to quiver with emotion. 
But she had won. 

Before the last words were uttered, 
while her hand just given pressed his 
gently, the young man flung himself at her 
feet, and caught the hem of her floating 
skirts. 

"Maddelena — Contessa I" he exclaimed, 
with a passion that startled even her. " Is 
it possible you have read my secret, and 
forgive my presumption ? Ol mia adorata, 
mio angehy say in words what your tones, 
your looks imply, Io t'amo, Luigi. Mad- 
delena, mia " 

What else the sculptor may have said 

9 
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is unknown, for at that moment he raised 
his eyes to the beautiful face above, which 
he believed melting with love for him, a 
nameless sculptor ; but the expression he 
met froze the burning words on his lips, 
and made his chest heave with the sudden 
restraint he put on himself. That face, 
anon so sweet and seductive, was now one 
blaze of haughty triumph, and the delicate 
mouth was wreathed in a smile of scornful 
amusement. 

He rose to his feet. One look he gave 
her that might have moved a harder heart, 
so much of anguish, betrayed love and 
wounded dignity breathed in it. But 
coquettes have no feelings. 

u Brava! Sign or Luigi," laughed the 
proud beauty ; " I had not thought to see 
thee play the lover thus bravely. The 
Due de la Scala, the Count Roverizio are 
nothing beside thee. But enough now, 
I am sufficiently amused, and I will leave 
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thee to ponder on the presumption Signor 
Luigi has been guilty of, in lifting his 
eyes to the most beautiful and noblest of 
Italy's daughters. In the future let him 
set his affections no higher than yonder 
street-wench/' pointing contemptuously to 
a figure in the distance, and then she 
laughed a rude taunting laugh that burnt 
like fire into the proud spirit of the young 
sculptor. 

But he drew himself up to his full 
height. He returned her haughty glance 
with one as scathing. It hushed her heart- 
less words, and for a moment the careless 
coquette quailed under that look. 

" Signorina," he said, opening the door, 
" if your pastime is ended, let me detain 
you no longer, but first I would tell the 
proud daughter* of the Solferinos, this : 
I reproach myself with no presumption 
whatever. The Contessa knows well, it 
was she who led me on step by step, 
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and word by word to my humiliation. 
And let her remember this, that Luigi 
Monto submits not calmly to her insults. 
He is now nameless, obscure, but the day 
shall come when Maddelena di Solferino 
would go on her knees to win the sculptor's 
love, and then he will reject her with the 
scorn, the taunts she has lavished on him, 
and others ! Addio I Contessa /" and with 
a low sweeping bow that would have graced 
a noble, he left her to find her way out as 
best she could, careless of the epithets, 
" Insolent l» " Perfido/" that followed him. 
An hour afterwards the sculptor stood 
over the beautiful bust he had been at 
such labour to complete. There was anger, 
passion, defiance, revenge, following each 
other quickly over his expressive face, as 
he contemplated the marble picture, with 
the soft alluring look on its pale features ; 
that look so wonderfully caught from hers 
which had led him to destruction. Sud- 
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denly a heavy whirr as of a falling instru- 
ment sounded through the air; a crash 
was heard, and the bust of the Contessa 
di Solferino lay shattered in a hundred 
pieces. 

A grim smile followed the havoc done, 
and then another change of feeling swept 
over his face, and the young Italian bowed 
his head on the empty pedestal and wept 
passionately. Hot burning tears they 
were, bringing no relief to the scorned, 
indignant spirit. 

" Revenge ! I will have revenge," hq 
muttered between his set teeth. " It was 
such a wanton injury. I never dreamt of 
avowing my passion till she drew me on. 
But now I have none left ; only hate and 
contempt in return for hers, and she shall 
yet learn it I" 

"Luigi," and a soft hand was laid on 
his shoulder. " Luigi, what ails thee, 
caroV and the very girl pointed at so 
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contemptuously by the Contessa stood by 
his side. There was no cause for such 
contempt. Agnese Louma's dress was 
certainly not to be compared with that of 
the Contessa's. She was only an Italian 
peasant-girl. Yet her fragile, delicate love- 
liness might by many be preferred to the 
splendid beauty of the haughty Mad- 
delena. " Luigi," she murmured again. 
"Wilt thou not tell Agnese thy 
grief?" 

" Ask me not, bambino," he answered, 
gloomily. "But are all women fiends, I 
would know V 

" Luigi V (in soft reproach). 

" Not thou, not thou, carina mia" he said, 
with a pale smile, as he raised his head and 
contemplated her. "I could not doubt 
thee if I would. But, Agnese, I have 
had to-day a sore lesson. What thinkest 
thou of thy Luigi, forming pastime for one 
of our noble Genoese ladies ?" and the hot 
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blood rose to his face, as he recalled the 
scene. 

"Pastime! thou! Luigi! Tell me, I 
do not understand." 

In a few brief words he told her all. 

The girl's eyes flashed with indignation 
as he finished. 

" It was an unworthy trick, mio caro, 
and I hate her /" Her genuine sympathy, 
her anger, seemed to do him good. His 
face softened and he put his arm round 
her. 

"Little Agnese would not have done 
so," he murmured, while he rested his 
flushe4 face on the coils of soft hair. 

" I ! Luigi ; and to thee ?" there was a 
shy sweet look in her eyes, that was very 
soothing to the young man's wounded 
vanity and love. 

He drew her closer, and put his lips to 
hers. Evidently he was not in the habit 
of so doing, for Agnese's face grew scarlet 
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as a pomegranate blossom, and her slight 
figure trembled in his arms. 

" Agnese 1" murmured the young man ; 
"how sweet thou art. The sight of thee 
is as refreshing as the cool sparkling water 
to one's parched lips. Agnese, wilt thou 
promise to be my little wife some day. I 
have loved thee always, since the first day 
we met. This last has been a wild, mad 
passion which has only blasted me, and 
now it is gone, killed by her scorn, and my 
love for thee comes back, more perfect, more 
enduring for its one dereliction. Agnese ! 
I have an opening at last. To-morrow 
evening I start for Milan, and not till I 
have gained wealth, renown, and the entry 
to the most famous salons in Genoa, shall 
I return. Carina, wilt thou promise to 
wait till then, till I come to claim thee for 
my bride ?" 

" But then," murmured Agnese, " Luigi 
will want a wife worthy of him out of those 
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high places. Agnese Louma will not be a 
fit bride for the famous sculptor, Luigi 
Monto 1" 

" I tell thee, Agnese," he said eagerly ; 
" that I have had enough of yonder proud 
coquettes, who think it nothing to crust 
the best feelings of a man's nature ! No 
wife will I ever take from their ranks. No, 
Agnese, my flower, I will have none but 
thee, thou who hast been my companion, 
my confidante, for seven years of my life. 
That is if thou wilt come to me, 6am- 
bina" 

" I ? Luigi ? 0, it is too much joy !" 
and she hid her face in his breast, to hide 
some happy tears. 

He held her there one moment, then 
drew her to a place by his side. 

" But first, Agnese, I would ask thee 
one thing ! Never doubt me if before I 
have sought thee out, thou hearest that 
Luigi Monto is passing his time at the side 
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of one of Genoa's fairest stars. I have 
formed a plan for punishing that heartless 
Contessa. Listen 1" and he bent forward 
and whispered something in her ear. 

Agnese grew very pale. 

" Luigi !" she said timidly ; " canst thou 
be certain of thyself ? Will it not be play- 
ing with fire ? Her surpassing beauty hath 
dazzled thee once, may it not do so 
again V 

He laughed scornfully. 

"As easy for yonder bust to become 
suddenly whole, as for the heart once 
scorned, to return to its old allegiance. 
Agnese, say not a word ! I am resolved to 
have my revenge," and again his eyes 
flashed with the old passion. 

"She deserves punishment, certainly," 
said the young girl slowly; "and yet, 
Luigi, shouldst thou be successful, think 
how she will suffer. She might die of 
despair !" 
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" Nonsense !" and Luigi laughed more 
gently, and passed his hand tenderly over 
the dark hair. " Agnese carina, she is 
not like thee. Coquettes do not die of 
love. It is only true hearts like thine 
which suffer when forsaken 1" 

She shook her head, but said no more. 
Luigi knew more about such things than 
she did. She was only a simple little 
peasant girl who knew nothing about 
passion and revenge. She only knew that 
she loved Luigi with all the energy of her 
pure nature, and if he ever forsook her, 
still she would only have love and gratitude 
in her heart for him- Her love could never 
turn to hate and take pleasure in revenge. 

Dear, simple little Agnese 1 she did not 
know the difference between the wild 
passion engendered by a woman's beauty, 
and the calm, holy love for a pure true girl 
such as she was. She did not know that 
while one was as the burning lava of 
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Vesuvius, waxing dangerous through its 
very heat, the other was as the cool, 
early rain, causing to blossom all pure 
and good impulses under its touch. 
Ah ! Agnese, in your heart you half envied 
the Contessa her power over Luigi's 
heart, but if you could have seen in 
what it consisted, you would not have re- 
ceived it at a gift. Be content with what 
you have won ! The pure germs of a love 
which, even when parted from its object, 
will be strengthened by that absence, and 
will be the prelude to a love, deep, hallowed, 
reverent, such as angels may rejoice in. 
Such will be Luigi's for you, and in years 
to come you will know it as it is, and never 
regret your power over his heart was 
different from that of Maddelena di Sol- 
ferino's. 

And now for a few words of explana- 
tion. 

Just seven years before these scenes, had 
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Luigi Monto, then only a lad of fifteen, 
entered the streets of Genoa, a small 
bundle on his shoulders, consisting of all 
his worldly goods. And yet he had two 
priceless gifts : a soul full of genius, and 
a brave patient spirit determined to carve 
out for itself a splendid career. Lonely, 
sad, starving sometimes, with nought to 
support him but the miserable earnings 
won by the plaster modellings he managed 
to sell during the day, the youth still 
struggled on, persevering and uncom- 
plaining. 

At last his figures attracted the attention 
of one of the Genoese sculptors, who made 
him his pupil. From that day things 
looked brighter for the youthful genius. 
He became a favourite with his master, 
who began to prophesy great things for 
him. At this very time, too, as if fortune 
was weary of neglecting him, his private 
life became happier and less solitary. 
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One morning while alone, he was busy 
modelling some figures for' his master, he 
heard a child sobbing close to his window 
as if her heart would break. That childish 
passionate grief touched him, and going 
out he inquired the cause. It was told in 
a few words. A little sparrow, the child's 
only plaything, had been killed and de- 
voured by a treacherous cat. It was the 
only thing she had to love and care for, 
and now it was gone ! and even as she 
spoke the small face puckered up miser- 
ably, and the tears were shed again over 
the remembrance of her lost pet. But 
at last won by the sympathy of the youth, 
she dried her eyes, and taking his hand let 
him lead ter into his little room, for as yet 
it could not be called a studio. 

There he won her childish affections 
completely bypromisingher another sparrow, 
and sharing with her his mid-day meal of 
grapes and bread. She told him all about 
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herself, how her mother had flown to the 
blue sky long ago, when Agnese was quite 
a small baby, how her father was away all 
day and night sometimes with his friends, 
and there was only old Mariana who took 
care of her and gave her food. It was a 
sad, pathetic little tale, and Luigi's heart 
was drawn to the little girl almost as lonely 
and unloved as himself. From that 
moment they were sworn friends. Every 
day saw little Agnese Louma seated at the 
young modeller's feet, her brilliant violet 
eyes raised to his in admiration and wonder 
as he told her of the future he had planned, 
of the destiny awaiting him. 

She never doubted his power to do it 
all. She believed thoroughly that Luigi 
Monto was a wonderful man, and that all 
the world would acknowledge it some day ; 
and her simple faith and loving trust did 
more towards encouraging Luigi in his pur- 
pose, than aught else could have done. If 
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he was depressed and wearied, and the 
bright visions of the future seemed dim 
and far distant, Agnese's little hand would 
steal into his, the flower- like face be raised 
to his, beaming with encouragement and 
love, as she whispered in his ear : 

"One day nearer to the goal, Luigi 
caro /" 

And those few words would be enough 
to stir him up to fresh activity. 

Seven years passed thus, and then 
Agnese suddenly discovered she was grown 
a woman. Her father wanted her now to 
keep his room clean and nice, and Mariana 
was sent away. But still, though busy 
in many ways, the interrupted friendship 
went on, till Luigi was acknowledged by 
his master to have surpassed him in his 
art, and offered as the first step to getting 
known, the task of modelling the bu&t of 
the Contessa di Solferino. 

We have seen how the first step to 
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fortune ended. How the Contessa, one of 
the vainest, most coquettish beauties in 
the whole of Italy, amused herself while 
sitting, in bringing the whole battery of 
her charms to bear upon the young sculptor, 
all the time determined, once brought to 
her feet, to dismiss him with scorn and 
ridicule, her pastime over. We know 
her success. How she roused a mighty 
passion in the young man's breast, he who 
had never seen so beautiful, so seductive, 
so elegantly dressed a woman cross his 
threshold. Yet, despite his madness, Luigi 
never dreamt of telling it, till her words, 
and looks, that last day wrung the con- 
fession from him. He had known her 
reputation as the most heartless coquette, 
in Genoa ; had determined not to run the 
risk of her scorn and laughter. But, alas! 
he had not known the wiles of that arch- 
enchantress, and had given in at last, till 
her stinging laughter and contempt had 

10 
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recalled him to his senses ; and then his 
passion turned to bitterness, he had sworn 
to be revenged on the heartless woman and 
he meant to keep his oath. Her scorn 
drove totally away that wild dream of the 
senses, and on its ruins rose up the calm 
strong love for Agnese Louma; she had 
come to his side in his humiliation, and 
soothed him with her love. Then and 
there he won her for his own, secure in 
the faith and tenderness which had grown 
with her growth and strengthened with her 
strength 

It is evening. Two figures stand out- 
side the old cathedral of San Lorenzo, 
from which they have just emerged. They 
are Luigi and Agnese, who have been 
kneeling side by side amid those noble 
pillars and gilded mouldings, imploring the 
Madonna's blessing on the young sculptor's 
future. 

As they stand there, Luigi suddenly 
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draws Agnese along till they stand in one 
of the many narrow streets close at hand, 
in which Genoa abounds. Then he clasps 
her hand in almost painful pressure. His 
heart is full. 

" Agnese, anima mia, addio ! The 
holy Madonna watch over thee and keep 
thee pure and true to me I" He bent. He 
pressed a long passionate kiss on those ripe, 
tremulous lips. There was a world of 
mournful feeling in the young girl's eyes. 
He was going to new sights, new scenes. 
Fame and fortune would visit him ; she, 
poor and obscure, must remain where he left 
her, with nothing but memories to feed 
upon. But, yet, as ever, her thought was 
for him first. 

" Addio / Luigi !" she murmured ; 
" Addio, caro mio. Success and happiness 
attend thee. Agnese's prayers as well as 
thy genius shall open the way." 

Once more he bent and left another kiss 
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on the pale sweet face striving so hard to 
smile and be brave, while her heart was 
full of anguish. A long, long look he 
took as if to engrave it in his memory 
for ever, and then, without another word, 
he turned and walked rapidly away. 
* # ■* * * 

Four years have passed and we are again 
in Genoa, once known as the " Superb," 
though now much of her magnificence has 
passed away, and her splendid palaces, seen 
from the outside, look more like stone prisons 
than aught else. But inside all is sump- 
tuous and royal. The broad staircases, the 
tessellated marble pavements, the beautiful 
pictures, all recall what Genoa must have 
been once upon a time, and make one feel 
as if the good old times had not yet en- 
tirely disappeared. It is night now, and 
many of the palaces are ablaze with light, 
and the spacious salons are filled with the 
dlite of Genoa. Lovely women, whose 
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equal perhaps is not to be found in Europe, 
recline on the velvet cushions of the 
canopies, and dark men, in whose veins 
courses some of the proudest blood in 
Italy, are bending over them in admiring 
homage. 

One palace, more sumptuous than the 
rest, the residence of the Due de la Scala, 
is crowded with guests. Some are pro- 
menading about talking gaily, some dancing, 
others sitting aside, and murmured words 
and deep glances show what is passing 
between them. 

Amongst the latter is one strikingly 
beautiful woman, reclining as it were in a 
perfect bower of scarlet blossoms, whose 
rich colours lit up the delicate olive of 
her skin, and bathed her cheek with a 
warm flush. A glorious picture she 
made, with her full perfect figure, her 
round taper arms, and the handsome head 
loaded with heavy coils of blue-black hair, 
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apparently held together by a broad gold 
band. 

So may Cleopatra have looked as she 
went to meet Antony, and so may Delilah 
have glanced as she lured on Samson to his 
destruction. 

The Due de la Scala was sitting near 
her, drinking in eagerly those seductive 
glances, his eyes full of almost adoration 
for her supreme loveliness. For five years 
had he been her slave, waiting for the 
word that should tell him, his patience and 
constancy were to be rewarded. But the 
Contessa di Solferino loves her liberty too 
well to surrender it in the prime of her 
beauty and attractiveness. So she plays 
with him, and hundreds of others, as the 
qat plays with a mouse, and if they are not 
wealthy and noble, sends them off with 
the same contemptuous laugh, the same 
amused scorn she once lavished on the 
sculptor, Luigi Monto. As she reclined 
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there, listening languidly to the passionate 
words murmured in her ear — her eyes, 
when not making havoc with some 
susceptible heart, directed towards the 
door, watching the latest entrances — she 
suddenly started. 

A young distinguS-looking man, with 
a noble forehead on which genius and 
power had set their stamp, entered the 
room. There was something in the curl of 
the proud lip, the haughty fire in the clear 
well-cut eye that seemed strangely familiar. 
The Contessa half rose and passed her 
hand across her brow, as if recalling some 
forgotten memory, but evidently it was not 
forthcoming. 

" Signor Duca," she said, turning to hei 
companion ; " can you tell me the name 
of yonder stranger just entering the room ? 
A fine man truly, and one not as yet known 
to our salons. Methought to have seen 
his face before." 
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"Impossible, signorina! Signor Monto 
has only just arrived from Venice, where 
he has made a name for himself not 
equalled by any of his contemporaries. 
He has also been fortunate enough to 
render some slight service to the King, and 
is now welcome wherever he likes to set 
his foot I hear that at Court, many of 
our proudest ladies have essayed their 
charms and failed. He is as proud and 
hard-hearted — as — I might say — the Con- 
tessa di Solferino !" 

" Ha ! is it so V murmured the lady, a 
strange light coming into her eyes, as that 
name at last recalled her remembrances. 
" Methought I knew the face, and now re- 
call the rude youth who dared to tell me 
he loved me, and, when upbraided for his 
insolence, vented his malice on my un- 
fortunate bust. Bring him here, Ec- 
celenza." 

The Duke looked reproachful. 
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" What ! Contessa, bring to you one who, 
for a few days at least, may prove a rivaL 
You are hard on me, very hard, Mad- 
delena !" 

The last words were said almost in a 
whisper. 

" Bring him here 1" 

The Contessa stamped her little foot on 
the polished floor, and a flash came into her 
dark eyes that warned the Duke not to 
disobey her commands. 

He disappeared, and returned in a few 
minutes, alone. 

" Where is Signor Monto ?" inquired the 
Contessa, a frown contracting her delicate 
brows. 

" He bid me tell you he was engaged at 
present, but would find his way hither 
later on." 

The Contessa s dark orbs emitted a flash 
of lightning and an angry flush heightened 
the bloom of her cheek. 
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" Insolent !" she murmured under her 
breath ; then fixing her gaze on the Duke, 
she said haughtily : " I hope your highness 
told him that later on his presence would 
be unnecessary !" 

" No ! Contessa, I did not," murmured 
the Duke, abashed at her evident indig- 
nation. 

" Then it remains for me to do so." 

But the fair lady did not get the chance, 
for though she waited half an hour in her 
place, Signor Monto never made his ap- 
pearance in her direction. 

Full of anger and pique she then rose, 
and taking the arm of the Prince d'Aosta, 
and rejecting with a curl of her lip the 
attendance of the unfortunate Duke, she 
managed, with her new cavalier, to pass 
quite close to a group where Signor 
Monto was bending over and laughing with 
one of the highest born ladies in the room. 

So close did she pass that she heard the 
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lady he was addressing suddenly whisper 
in his ear : " Look behind you. Here 
comes the belle of Genoa. Is not her 
beauty something divine V 

Signor Monto suddenly turned and met 
the haughty eye of the Contessa gazing 
full upon him. With the careless smile 
still on his face, he looked all over her 
quietly and attentively, and with the 
greatest nonchalance. It might have been 
a stock or stone he was contemplating, so 
cool was his regard. 

Again that tide of pique and anger 
swelled in her heart. She had been 
accustomed to see the eye kindle with 
delight and wonderment at her exceeding 
beauty, and his smiling indifference 
wounded her vanity. Not deigning to 
recognise him, she passed on very erect and 
stately, but not before she had heard him 
whisper with a little satirical laugh, his 
reply to his companion. 
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" Divine ! your highness ? Oh I by no 
means." 

" Insolent !" she murmured in her heart, 
while the hot angry blood rose to her cheek, 
and the red lip was bitten cruelly. " In- 
solent r 

Ah ! Contessa, beware ! Many a woman 
of your calibre has been won through 
neglect and pique. Luigi Monto knows 
what he is about. He has made you think 
about him — first step to the furtherance of 
his design — but even he would have been 
astounded if he knew how his dereliction 
rankled in the bosom of the coquette. She 
felt she had lost her power, and no woman 
likes to feel that. She would win him 
back again ; yes, body and soul. All her 
energies, all her fascinations, should be 
brought to bear on this one object, and 
when had they ever failed ? and a haughty 
satisfied smile lit up the exquisite face as 
she dreamt of the pleasure of venting on 
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him once more the pique and anger he had 
aroused. 

But Signor Monto did not come near her 
the whole evening, though towards the 
close, in her anxiety to bring him once 
more into her power, she even ventured a 
languid, soul-thrilling glance, which she 
made certain could not be resisted. 

Her surprise, annoyance, indignation, 
can be conceived, when with a quiet smile 
Signor Monto turned away and took no 
notice whatever of her advance. 

Her breast heaved painfully at the 
slight, and her feelings can only be com- 
pared with those of Haman, who, though 
surrounded with everything his heart could 
desire, could only exclaim : 

" Yet all this availeth me nothing so long 
as I see Mordecai the Jew sitting in the 
king's gate." 

Days passed on, and Luigi Monto played 
his cards well. Sometimes he would relax 
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• from his coolness, and be so charming, so 
full of verve and yet so admiring and 
deferential, that Maddelena's proud heart 
would bound strangely as she thought that 
at last he was surrendering to her fasci- 
nations. 

But even as she thought it, Luigi would 
change his tactics, and be distant, icy, 
nay, almost rude, a treatment the proud 
beauty did not at all understand, and 
inwardly wondered at submitting to so 
patiently; but, unknown to her, feelings 
were being aroused which day by day grew 
stronger and more unmanageable. She be- 
gan to feel indifferent to every one except 
Luigi Monto. He enchained, captivated, 
stung, subdued her. 

It does not require much knowledge to 
tell what it will lead to, when a beauty 
who has never had a thought for any 
but herself, not a wish but to subdue 
for her amusement every man she comes 
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across, suddenly drops her tactics and 
bestows them on one alone, looks but on 
one as she speaks to many, and listens only 
to one as many speak. The awakening was 
sharp and salutary. 

Three weeks had come and gone. Luigi 
Monto and the Contessa di Solferino stood 
on the balcony of her mansion, alone. It 
was moonlight, calm and beautiful, the 
stars shone like fairy lamps in the clear 
sky. 

A few priests in their long dark robes 
and cords round their waists, passed silently 
below, like spectres in the still night. 
The Contessa wears a strange subdued 
look, and there is almost timidity in the 
way in which she raises her long lashes and 
glances at the sombre face and fiery eyes of 
the sculptor. 

" Yes ! Contessa," he is saying, " I leave 
Genoa to-morrow, and this is my farewell. 
Duty calls me now. Pleasure has had too 
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long a spell already ! A week hence and I 
hope to be in England." 

There is a silence. 

A sharp, sudden pang has shot through 
Maddelena's heart. In those few moments 
she learns that her turn has come now, and 
that she loves with all the force of her 
passionate southern nature. The thought 
of his departure is misery — death ; yet not 
one word of love has he spoken to her, and 
she knows not if, with all her exertions, 
she has won one tiny spot in his heart. 
From the first his advances have been so 
strange, so contradictory, but she will 
learn the truth now, if woman's wit can 
•discover it. 

"And so Signor Luigi is tired of us," 
she murmured in melancholy tones. " The 
beauties of Genoa have no charms for 
him, and yet they have done their best 
to make his visit agreeable. Ah, Signor 
Luigi, stay !" And impulsively her slender 
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fingers clasp his arm, and her brilliant eyes 
flash their light full on him. 

"And wherefore should I stay?" de- 
manded the sculptor quietly, and looking 
searchingly into the exquisite face so near 
his own. 

" Because — because — Maddelena wishes 
it." 

The glorious eyes drooped under his 
gaze, and the warm colour spread even to 
the delicate pillar-like throat. 

It says something for the proud girl's 
surrender when she voluntarily used her 
Christian name. It was at once levelling 
all distinctions, all obstacles. They were 
Maddelena and Luigi. No longer the 
Countess di Solferino and the nameless 
obscure sculptor. 

" Because Maddelena wishes it !" repeated 
Luigi, bending over her suddenly and meet- 
ing her with so strange an expression, that 
her heart beat frantically. " Remember, 

11 
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signorma, the rebuff the sculptor received 
four years ago. He does not believe again 
what his eyes only tell him." 
Shyly,, hesitatingly, she spoke. 
" Does Signor Luigi remember what he 
asked Maddelena once to say ? € Io t'amo, 
Luigi. 9 Suppose she says that now ?" 
" Will you r 

He bent closer over her, and again that 
peculiar expression crossed his face. 

" Yes, and more than that. See here," 
and she slipped off her finger a ring of 
great value. " I give you this as a proof 
of my truth. The man who is fortunate 
enough to win the heart of a daughter of 
the Solferinos is always entitled to this 
pledge of her love and troth." 

She handed it him. He took it, and 
then looked at her as she stood there, 
her beautiful head drooping, the splendid 
eyes downfallen, the whole soft pose of her 
figure. 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



SHE WAS NOBLE. 163 

He trembled. For one moment a tempta- 
tion rose to take her in his arms, for- 
give her, cherish her ; and then came the 
thought of a sweeter, gentler face, the 
loving, faithful young girl, waiting so pati- 
ently for him, so quiet and trusting, while 
he was bringing this woman to his feet. 
The calm, holy love vanquished. Again 
the ashes of the passion of long ago were 
trodden under foot. This was his revenge, 
his punishment. Should he hesitate when 
in his very hands ? 

One long, deep breath he drew, called up 
to his memory the scorn, the wanton humi- 
liation of four years ago, and then he turned 
to her calm and cold. 

" Signorina, listen. Four years ago you 
wooed me for your pastime, only, when 
won, to fling on me contempt and sarcasm. 
I vowed to you to win your love and 
then disdain it. Signorina, it is done. 
Luigi Monto returns your ring, and begs 

11—2 
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to decline the honour of an alliance with 
Maddelena di Solferino ; rejects it with the 
scorn and disdain once lavished on him." 

He pressed the ring into her icy hand, 
gave one low, deep bow, and was gone. 

She looked after him with wild, dilated, 
disbelieving eyes ; she pressed her hand 
to her heart to stop its frantic beating, then 
fell back, and covering her face with her 
hands, burst into a convulsive passion of 
tears. 

Luigi Monto was amply revenged. 



A few days after Luigi Monto and 
Agnese Louma stood together at God's 
altar. There was proud, satisfied happi- 
ness in the young man's glance as it rested 
on his bride, delicate and lovely as the pale 
rays of the early morn. Silent and calm 
she stood at his side, the hush of completed 
happiness upon her. 
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As they left the church and took their 
seats in the carriage awaiting them, for the 
first time her eyes were raised to his, eyes 
that looked like violets with the morning 
dew upon them. There was enduring 
love, implicit trust, to be read in their clear 
depths, and as she put her hands in his 
with a gesture of utter self-surrender, 
two words fell on the young man's enrap- 
tured ear, and they were : 

" Sposo mio /" 
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CHAPTER I. 

" Carlotta, rneine Carlotta, wo hist du ?" 
carolled a blithe young voice. The sweet, 
gay notes came echoing along the vast cor- 
ridor of a quaint old house, half ch&teau 
and half of more modern architecture, and 
found their way into a pretty morning- 
room, fresh as rose-coloured chintz and 
spring flowers could make it. The only 
occupant was a young girl sitting by the 
open window, engaged over some of < that 
beautiful embroidery, that wool-painting, for 
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which the Germans are so famous. With 
the mornings sun lighting up one side of 
her face, and giving a golden tint to her 
soft tresses, fanned by an occasional breath 
of cool breeze, Carlotta Schwerin made 
an attractive picture as she sat there, her 
deft fingers busy pulling in and out the 
brightly-coloured wools. But as the owner 
of the gay voice entered, her head, which 
was bent over her frame, was suddenly 
averted. 

" Such news, Vetterchen, such news," 
exclaimed the new-comer, throwing herself 
on her knees by her friend's side . in what 
seemed an abandon of delight. "Dost 
think thou canst guess it ? But bah I I need 
not ask, thou wert always a poor hand at a 
riddle." 

Then noticing for the first time her 
friend's face, so deliberately kept away, 
she knelt up, and turned it impulsively to 
meet hers. The insouciant laugh died at 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



168 A HAPPY TURN 

its birth as their eyes met, and with sud 
den gompunction she twined her arms 
round the girl's neck, and drew the soft 
head to her breast. 

"Weeping again, meine Lottchen," she 
murmured caressingly, as she kissed two 
suspicious-looking eyes. " Come, my sweet 
cousin, this will never do, or I shall have 
to tell tales. This is not the first time by 
a long way that I have found you thus. 
Meinherr Count has a deal to answer for, 
in my opinion. Armes Kind" she continued 
in a lower tone as she felt her friend treib- 
ble at her allusion, "is it really so bad as 
all this T 

" Hush, liebe Gretchen, hush !" pleaded 
her cousin, laying her hand lightly on the 
saucy lips. " I beseech you talk not of it. 
It is so foolish, so weak of me, I know, to 
brood like this, but, Ach Gott /" with a little 
wail, " I cannot forget, it is yet so recent, 
and I loved him so well ; and when I sit 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



op fortune's wheel. 169 

here over my work, do what I will thoughts 
of him arise, and I cannot but confess to 
myself how sad it is that two hearts made 
for each other must remain always parted, 
because that ' schrecMiches Geld, 9 the bane 
of so many marriages, is not forthcoming." 

" Still, you foolish Lottchen, you should 
not fret. In that pale, sad face Karl will 
never recognise his beautiful Carlotta, for 
say what you will and do what you will," 
and she put her lips close to the small pink 
ear, and whispered significantly, "I pro- 
phesy you will both meet again, and per- 
haps under happier auspices." 

A sharp cry burst from Carlotta, and 
she raised her head. 

"Gretchen! Gretchen! bitte " 

" Chut !" returned her cousin, in her 
turn placing her fingers like a seal upon 
the eager, half-parted lips, and kissing the 
soft cheek, brilliant with a carmine flush, 
" chut I and now having gained your wan- 
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deriDg attention, perhaps I may fix it yet 
for a few minutes longer, while I tell you 
what brought me here so beside myself 
with delight. 

" To begin, Vetterchen," she continued, 
first placing herself comfortably on the 
floor, whither she also dragged her cousin, 
by no means so appreciative of the lowly 
seat. Then putting her arm round her to 
keep her there, her own brown tresses min- 
gling picturesquely with the others fairer 
waves, she again proceeded : " Well, to 
begin, Lottchen, my dear, die Miltterchen 
has received this morning a letter from 
papas sister, Madame de Schweibach. You 
know how vexed he has been at not hear- 
ing from her for so long, and when, after the 
deaths of her husband and only child, one 
would imagine she would have clung closer 
to her only remaining relatives; but it 
seems, poor thing, that her long silence was 
through no fault of hers, for she has been 
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very seriously ill ; and the doctors have now 
advised her to leave home for awhile and 
go to Switzerland. They also suggested 
her taking a young companion as likely to 
cheer her, and whom do you think she has 
decided on ? — Myself; and, what is still 
better, adds, that as I might i feel it dull 
with such a suffering, sorrowful old woman/ 
she entreats ' the mother' to spare you also. 
And, Lottchen, dear friend, die Mutterchen 
has consented to everything, and declared 
herself glad that you should have a little 
change as she fancied lately that you were 
looking pale and out of spirits. It is all 
arranged, and mother sent me here to tell 
you that we are to be ready to start on 
Monday for the ' Beau Rivage,' at Ouchy, 
close to the Lake of Geneva. Our aunt 

will meet us at S , and then we go on 

with her. Ach, Himmel! I am almost 
beside myself as I think of it. To quit 
this dull, stupid old Berlin for sunny Swit- 
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zerland— ah I the prospect is herrlick. Do 
you not think so, dear friend ?" 

" It will be very pleasant, I do not 
doubt," responded Carlotta quietly ; " but 
I cannot see" — and her eyes drooped and 
the colour faded from her cheek — "how 
all this refers in the least to — to — Karl" 

"To— to— Karl P echoed Gretchen, in 
loving mimicry. "What a child it is! 
Can nothing give you pleasure now with- 
out Karl ? I thank those blue heavens up 
there that this little heart of mine is safely 
caged in its own bosom, and belongs to no 
fine young man whatever, with spurs to 
his heels and a long moustache, to back 
him up." 

" Hush, Gretchen P murmured Carlotta, 
smiling and blushing warmly. " That little 
heart you talk so much about may be en- 
trapped unawares yet, so boast not of the 
morrow, dear friend." 

"Bah!" laughed Gretchen; "have I 
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not seen heaps of men at Court, and there 
was not one who could make it beat one 
trifle quicker, or bring the conscious colour 
to my face. Ah ! by-the-bye, I did blush 
when the old king insisted on leading me 
out that day — you remember. But, ach / 
meine Lottchen, that was vanity — mere 
vanity," and she shook her head, till 
the heavy hair, so loosely fastened, tum- 
bled down in glorious wealth about her 
shoulders, 

" What an elf it is I" and Carlotta rose, 
and stooping over her cousin, proceeded to 
braid up the rebellious locks. " Gretchen," 
she whispered presently, "tell me what 
made you say that just now ? Tou know 
what." 

Gretchen laughed mischievously. 

" Will you be very angry," she inquired 
demurely, " if I say that I invented a little, 
drew a trifle on that large stock of faith 
and imagination nature has endowed me 
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with, just to rouse you up, and take away 
the dreadful solemn visage that greeted 
me?" 

" Oh Gretchen, that was cruel !" and 
Carlotta's lip quivered. 

"Oh you are the most innocent of in- 
nocents," exclaimed her friend, springing 
up and catching her round the waist. " No, 
no, Kindchen, I had slightly more ground 
for my words, though, after all, mf faith 
has the most to say to it/' and she shrugged 
her pretty shoulders deprecatingly. "I 
only put two and two together, and add 
thereto out of my own fertile brain. For 
instance, I heard Karl once say that he 
had friends at Lausanne with whom he 
often stayed weeks at a time, and he also 
said " — (how sly she looked) — " that he and 
one of these friends often went and spent 
a few days at the Beau Bivage. Karl has 
disappeared from Berlin ; is it very impro- 
bable that I should suppose he has taken 
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refuge with these friends ? I do not think 
so, and proceed to add to that a prediction, 
based on my own belief in a good Provi- 
dence, that Carlotta Schwerin and Karl 
Heinberg will meet, and, who knows ? — be 
happy ever after, as the good old fairy tales 
have it." 

Carlotta's face flushed radiantly, and 
then paled. 

" If there is such a possibility as a meet- 
ing between us," she begaD firmly, " I 
must " 

"Refuse to go," interrupted Gretchen 
quickly, " because ' the mother' has forbid- 
den the match. You dear little simpleton, 
run down directly, and tell our good mother 
everything I have told you, not forgetting 
what are my predictions and what is reality. 
Why, she will laugh at your absurdity, and 
ridicule the idea of your stopping at home 
because Gretchen chooses to predict ' non- 
sense/ as she would call it." 
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It was quite true. " The mother/' as 
she was generally styled, would be the very 
first to smile at Gretchen's prognostications, 
and treat with good-humoured raillery the 
idea of a trip that was likely to benefit her 
being given up on such slight grounds as 
that Karl had friends at Lausanne, and 
was in the habit of paying occasional visits 
to Ouchy. And as Carlotta herself realised 
what slender premises a meeting between 
her and Karl was built upon, she wisely 
determined to say nothing, still less be- 
lieve that such a rencontre could ever 
take place. So as Gretchen, with the air 
of a fortune-teller, again declared myste- 
riously her assurance that all was feted 
to come right, she smiled and shook her 
head 

" Ah, no, little witch," she replied with 
a sigh, " it is no use dreaming ; Karl and I 
are parted for life, and foolish Carlotta 
must get over her one romance as she may. 
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Kindchen, if you love me, talk of something 
else." 

"Yes, I will," laughed Gretchen, "in- 
fidel though you are ; but at least if I am 
not successful in making you believe in my 
predictions, I am determined to have that 
grave face put away," and clasping her 
tightly round the waist, she gave way to 
her own irrepressible spirits by waltzing 
round and round the room, to the immi- 
nent danger of some delicate china 
on a small cabinet in a corner of the 
chamber. 

Tired out at last, she deposited her part- 
ner breathless on the sofa, and burst into a 
merry peal of laughter in which her cousin 
felt constrained to join. The gay sounds 
stole down the wide stairs and entered 
into a pleasant boudoir where the Coun- 
tess de Solmes sat busily working. She 
smiled to herself as peal after peal found 
their way into the room, and a warm glow 
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of pride and love lit up for a moment her 
smooth cheek and still bright eye. 

And now for a few words of explanation 
as to this German household. 

First and foremost comes Count Wilhelm 
de Solmes (for once we will give place mix 
Messieurs), a fine-looking man, with a keen 
eye and intellectual brow. It was easy to 
see from whom Gretchen got her rich brown 
tresses and dark eyes, also that bright 
animation, that quickness of movement, 
which characterised her. Count Wilhelm 
de Solmes could never be idle a minute, 
and, poor man, he rarely had the chance, 
for engaged in the position of Groom of the 
Chambers at the palace, he was well occu- 
pied the live-long day. 
' His wife was a kind, motherly woman, 
devoted to her husband and children, and 
never weary of directing and superintend- 
ing household arrangements, for the Ger- 
man nobility are, as a rule, so poor, that in 
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the very highest classes the ladies are 
acquainted with the smallest minutiae neces- 
sary to make a good housewife. With her 
good wholesome face, still smooth and un- 
wrinkled, though a numerous family were 
dependent on her for their well-being, her 
soft bands of blonde hair tucked under the 
whitest of caps, a neckerchief of spotless 
purity round her throat and fastened at her 
breast, her matronly figure inclining to. 
wards embonpoint, yet untinged by vul- 
garity, the firm not too rapid step, all 
made up a picture at once fresh and revivi- 
fying. It told also of one whose rule in 
her home would be respected and loved, 
both by her servants and her children. 
The latter, indeed, thought there was no 
one like " Die Mutterchen," and well did 
she deserve their esteem and affection, for 
her heart was as warm and soft as a girl of 
sixteen's, and was always open to all who 
called on it, though her rigid common sense 
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and quick discernment of deception made 
her feared and dreaded by would-be im- 
posters on her charity. 

And this was the woman to whom Car- 
lotta Schwerin had been entrusted when 
left, through family misfortunes, a penni- 
less orphan. Though the least well-off of 
her sisters, the Countess never once hesi- 
tated to take to her large warm heart the 
destitute girl, and Carlotta had, for the 
last five years, found, in very truth, a home 
and a mother. 

Not the slightest difference was ever 
made between Gretchen and Carlotta. 
What one had the other shared, and what 
one went without the 'other did the same ; 
and before very long no two sisters were 
more devoted to each other than the 
cousins. 

The Countess saw with pleasure their 
mutual friendship, for she felt that Car- 
lotta's high sense of principle, her quiet, 
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consistent character, was the very thing 
needed by Gretchen, whose gay, impulsive 
nature required one on whom she could 
thoroughly rely to lead it always right. 

Two months before my tale opens, the 
girls had been presented at Court, where 
they had been much admired. Carlottas 
beauty and quiet grace went home to the 
heart of the young Count Heinberg, and 
he sought on every opportunity to make 
the love reciprocal, though he himself never 
divined the extent to which the girl began 
to * give herself up to the delight of his 
society, and to inhale only too surely the 
intoxicating elixir of a first pure love. 
Alas, poor child ! like many another her 
dream was not destined to be fulfilled. 
One day (how well she remembered it I) the 
young Count called as usual, but instead 
of mounting up to the saloon, requested 
to be allowed to speak a few words in 
private to Madame de Solmes, as the 
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Count was engaged in his duties. Carlotta, 
by accident in a small room close to the 
hall, heard the request, and a great flood 
of crimson rushed to her very temples, 
and a dreamy light stole into the sweet 
eyes, telling of a hope nestling in her 
heart, at once dear and strange. As the 
young man was ushered into her aunt's 
boudoir, the girl stole upstairs to the 
sitting-room, and there, her heart throbbing 
wildly and her fingers trembling, she sat 
working till the moment should come when 
Karl would be released to seek her. 

An hour passed, and then Carlotta heard 
a quick manly step on the marble floor. 
With bated breath she listened, but that 
sound came no farther ; an instant later 
and the dull clang of the street door closed 
on a retreating form. She flew to the 
window. Yes 1 it was Karl ! She shrank 
behind the lace curtains when he suddenly 
raised his head as if in search of the face 
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he loved so well. Carlotta felt a strange 
thrill of trouble as she noticed the change 
one short hour had made in the bright, 
frank countenance. Where was the manly 
confidence, the sunny undaunted look ? 
Gone, all gone! like the fresh cool dew 
from the thirsting plants, on a July morn- 
ing. While, unseen, her gaze rested on 
his upturned face, her own lips quivered 
in sympathy with the stern, repressed dis- 
appointment legible in the sad, hopeless 
eyes and compressed mouth. When at last 
he turned away, the spring absent from 
his gait and the erect grace from his figure, 
she also drew herself from her watch. As 
she retook her place on the sofa, mechani- 
cally resuming her needle, she felt as if 
suddenly the whole light and joy had 
gone out of her life. A dull misery crept 
into her heart and shed its gloom on 
the glad beauty of her face. At last, 
by degrees realizing that the hopes and 
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dreams she had been nourishing for so 
long past were vain, hopelessly vain, her 
work dropped from her hand, and bowing 
her head on the frame the silent tears 
poured hot and fast on the brilliant em- 
broidery. 

" Ach Gott ! I love him !" she mur- 
mured ; " and evidently my aunt does not 
approve. Why am I not asked? Why 
am I treated as a child . in this matter ? 
Surely I have a right to decide on my 
future myself! I will go and ask my 
aunt. She is good and kind. Surely 
when she finds I love Karl Heinberg she 
will have pity and call him back !" 

Thus speaking, she rose resolutely, and 
dashing away her tears, proceeded down- 
stairs and knocked at her aunt's door; 
then entering she walked quietly up to the 
Countess, and kneeling by her side, she 
asked gently : 

"Aunt beloved, will you not tell me 
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what brought Karl Heinberg here this 
afternoon ?" 

The Countess was surprised, but some- 
thing in her niece's manner made her 
bend forward and draw the girl closer to 
her. 

" Kindchen /" she replied, fondly ; " you 
do not mean to tell me that yQu have taken 
a fancy to this young man ?" 

The carmine again suffused Carlotta's 
cheek, and she hid her head in her aunt's 
bosom, as she murmured : 

" Meine Tante, ich liebe ihn." 

A sorrowful expression clouded the good 
Countess's face. 

" My child, I had hoped the attachment 
existed only on his side, he himself 
scarcely thought otherwise. Listen, Car- 
lotta ! This union is quite impossible. 
Karl Heinberg is a good, honourable young 
man. I know none your uncle and I 
would have better preferred, but he is 
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nearly as penniless as yourself. This after- 
noon as you seem to have guessed, he came 
to ask permission to win you as his wife. 
As in duty bound I inquired his prospects, 
his means for supporting one, and I find 
besides his captains pay, a trifle in this 
country, he has only a few bare acres of a 
family estate which yields next to nothing. 
I told him, my dear, that you had not a 
sou to bring him, and that, much as I wished 
it, I could not help you, and showed him 
plainly how impossible it was that such a 
marriage should take place. He was con- 
strained at last to see the matter as I 
did, though I own, poor fellow, the dis- 
appointment was terrible. But, my child, 
I am acting by you as I would by Gretchen. 
I should never forgive myself if I let you 
make such a foolish marriage. Remember ! 
it is not only you and Karl, but in a few 
years there would be little ones looking 
to you for the necessities of existence, and 
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you would not have the wherewithal to 
satisfy them. Dear child ! you will get 
over this first fancy. Promise me that you 
will try." 

The face the Countess kissed was 
very white and set, but Carlotta looked 
up bravely in the kind sympathising 
eyes. 

" Yes ! my aunt, I will try," she an- 
swered, steadily, though the mute half- 
piteous expression of her mouth belied her 
words and sent a thrill of pain through he* 
.aunt's breast. 

" My love," said madame, as she rose, 
"you understand how what I do is for 
the best, that I have your real good at 
heart." 

" That I never doubt," murmured the 
girl, as she stooped and kissed one of her 
aunt's firm white hands. "Have you not been 
a mother to me all these years ? My aunt, 
do not fear for me," and with a smile — only 
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herself knew how forced it was — she left 
the room. 

Madame sighed as the door closed on 
her niece. Only now did she realise how 
the girl was merging into the woman. 
Still, what she had done was only wise 
and just, there was no use lamenting over 
it. She felt convinced also, that her niece 
was too sensible not to feel that it was so, 
and she was right. Carlotta acknowledged 
even to herself that her decision was only 
what it should be under the circumstances, 
but still it could not take from the bitter 
fact that she had given her heart away 
blindly — uselessly — irrevocably. 

Never after did she allude to the sub- 
ject to her aunt. She felt the die was 
cast, and any complaints or bemoanings 
would pain the good Countess deeply, 
and she loved her too truly to wish to 
do that. So though Madame de Solmes 
watched her narrowly, so well did she 
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innocently deceive " the mother," that at 
last the latter gladly accepted the pleasant 
conviction that her niece had overcome her 
penchant, and felt considerably relieved 
thereby. Only Gretchen ever knew the 
silent tears shed over Carlotta's lost ro- 
mance. 
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CHAPTER II. 

So ! the happy day has arrived and there 
stand Carlotta and Gretchen in the hall, 
surrounded with brothers and sisters, 
clamorous for the last kiss. " The mother," 
hard by, smiles kindly on her children, 
awaiting patiently her turn for the word of 
farewell. 

The Count, for once free from Court 
duties, sees all the baggage stowed away in 
the carriage. He is to accompany the girls 
to S., and there leave them with their aunt 
to continue their journey. One last long 
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kiss to each from " die Miitterchen," one 
murmured " God bless and preserve my 
children," one last wave of the hand and 
they are gone. " The mother " turns back 
from the door, a tear in her eye and a prayer 
in her heart. It is the first time she has 
ever parted from her children. . . . 

With beating hearts our heroines near 
the station of S. where they are to make 
the acquaintance of their unknown aunt. 
There is a half-unacknowledged dread at 
this meeting with a relation so little known. 
Gretchen's hand instinctively seeks Car- 
lotta's as the train suddenly stops, and the 
Count alights. Returning an instant later 
he helps them to descend, informs the two 
girls their aunt is expecting them in the 
waiting-room, and sends them off on their 
search, while he and a lazy railway official 
look after the numerous packages no young 
lady whether German or English can travel 
without. 
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Half scared at the bustle and confusion, 
Gretchen unconsciously pressed close to her 
cousin's side, and with an amused smile at 
her frightened looks, Carlotta drew her into 
the waiting-room. 

For one moment they pause half-be- 
wildered. A big burly man has made 
his way in, blissfully unconscious he has 
not the slightest business there; and is 
dividing a huge piece of bread and sausage 
with a sallow washed-out looking woman, 
evidently his wife. Several women are 
standing at the table, none of particularly 
prepossessing appearance, and out of them 
the cousins must divine which is their 
aunt. A look of comic distress was 
painted on Gretchen's features as she fol- 
lowed Carlotta's eyes in search of Madame 
de Schweibach. 

" Vettwchen" she whispered ; " if that 
tall woman in a plaid shawl and that 
wonderful bonnet with those red kirschen 
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is our aunt, I fly on the spot. And that 
other one with the stony face, she might 
stand for Medusa's head. Ach ! she is 
coming towards us I What shall we do ?" 

" Nonsense, Gretchen," murmured Car- 
lotta, with an irrepressible smile ; " you 
forget our aunt is in mourning." 

" Hirnmel set dank, 9 ' and Gretchen's 
eyes went up in mute devout thanks. 
" My feelings as I contemplated yonder 
Medusa were absolutely " 

" Look, Gretchen," suddenly interrupted 
Carlotta ; " that must be our aunt, look ! 
over there I" and she motioned to a small 
slight figure, clad in deep mourning and 
resting on a sofa — completely hidden till 
then, by the burly man and his wife. 

" Das ist besser," again murmured the 
incorrigible Gretchen. " Ah ! Carlotta, 
what a sweet face." 

Another moment and Madame de 
Schweibach had risen, attracted by the 

13 
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two pretty faces contemplating her so 
earnestly. 

" My nieces, I am sure," she said smil- 
ing, and folding them in an affectionate 
embrace she thanked them gently for coming 
to cheer such a lonely old woman. 

Her welcome was cordially returned, and 
then, sitting down by her side, the two 
girls began discussing their prospects, in- 
wardly fascinated by the soft manner and 
winning smile. 

No wonder they were won by that pale 
sweet face. None could look at it and 
doubt of a history attached thereto. In- 
stinctively even strangers felt their hearts 
go out to that mild countenance, those 
tender eyes. 

She was not so very old, Madame de 
Schweibach. It was not time that had 
whitened with snow those once auburn 
locks, that had touched with wrinkles the 
broad brow, but a grief such happily as 
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few know was the cause of the sudden age 
come upon her. (That sensitive mouth 
with its sorrowful smile, those still beautiful 
eyes with their expression so calm and 
patient — the smooth, yet" worn cheek, all 
told of a spirit tried in the furnace of 
affliction from which the clinging soul 
had come out, cleansed and purified, with a 
perfect resignation to the Will which had 
deprived her, at one blow, of an idolized 
husband and child. It was a face a painter 
would not have disdained to study, though 
that of a woman past her prime ; and yet 
even the greatest artist might despair of 
ever transferring to canvas the delicate 
lights and shades about the patient mouth, 
the divine light of resignation which 
beamed so steadily through the now un- 
troubled beauty of her face. 

Have my readers seen a lake lashed 
into fury by a tempest of wind and hail ? 
Hours after have they looked on it again 
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and wondered to see the deep undulating 
blue of its calm surface, its peaceful mur- 
mur as of a mother hushing her babe to 
rest ? Could it possibly but a short while 
ago have been all of a wild turmoil at which 
you shuddered ? And yet, had it not been 
so you would scarcely have wondered at 
its present calm reposa 

So as the lake after the tempest subsides 
into utter peace, had Madame de Schwei- 
bach, after a hurricane of misery which 
had well nigh left her despairing and 
brought her to the gates of death, arisen, 
the first anguish past, in a grand patient 
strength not her own. Her hand clasped 
in that of One unseen, never absent, though 
at one moment nearly lost, she turned once 
more to confront the world and its trials. 
Thus did all beholders recognise in the 
delicate face, complete repose, complete 
peace, that of the calm after the storm, 
rest after a wild confusion. 
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No wonder, I repeat, that the two cousins 
felt strangely drawn towards this new 
aunt, and before very long all three were 
on the best of terms. When the Count 
reappeared to tell them their train was in, he 
was pleased to see the good understanding 
between aunt and nieces. After placing 
them in a comfortable coup£ and telling 
a guard to look after them, he bid his adieux, 
saying he felt he left them in good hands. 
The two girls watched his departure with 
anxious eyes — it was the last link con- 
nected with home ; but as the train gave 
its shrill whistle and proceeded to move 
in slow, stately manner out of the station, 
puffing with its tremendous exertions, the 
cousins looked towards their aunt, whose 
loving smile reassured them, and made 
them feel leaving home, after all, might be 

bearable for a while. 

* * * * * 

" Oh 1 Oliichheit ! Here we are arrived 
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at last!" cried Gretchen, putting her pretty- 
head out of the carriage that had brought 
them on from Lausanne. " Ach der schone 
Garten / Carlotta dear ! I feel as if I 
was in a dream. Look how that h6tel 
rises out of that blooming garden, with its 
brilliant parterres and shady shrubberies. 
Ach /" she exclaimed again, with a little 
scream of delight as another turn dis- 
covered the broad peaceful Lake of Geneva 
giving azure glances through the rich 
green trees. Meine Tante, es ist ein 
Traum /" and she sank back on her seat 
with a deep breath, as if she could never 
inhale enough of the beauty of the 

scene. 

" It is indeed beautiful," answered Car- 
lotta, who in her quiet way enjoyed it to 
the full as much as Gretchen ; " and who 
knows but to-morrow we may be floating 
on the bosom of yonder lake, in one of 
those pretty tiny boats I caught a glimpse 
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of just now ? Aunt, beloved/' she mur- 
mured, as she noticed an expression of 
weariness on the widow's face, which she 
tried in vain to hide, " you are tired out 
I am sure. But here we are at last," as the 
carriage drove up to the door of the Beau 
Kivage, where numerous gar^ns and the 
proprietor were assembled. " You must 
go to your room at once," she whispered, 
as they descended ; " and I will send the 
maid to you as soon as she arrives with 
the boxes." 

"Thank you, Kindchen" replied her 
aunt with her gentle smile ; " I am 
tired, I confess, and shall adopt your ad- 
vice. Will you show us our rooms ?" she 
continued, addressing one of the numerous 
waiters ; " they were telegraphed for two 
days ago." 

"Ah, Madame la Comtesse de Schwei- 
bach/ je m'en rapelle!" and the pro- 
prteior came forward and bowed obse- 
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quiously. " Mesdames, if you will follow 
this youth he will show you your rooms, 
d, Tinstant" and he indicated with his 
hand their guide. " Premier etage, numSro 
cinq — six et sept" he sang out for the afore- 
said youth's edification. 

A few moments later and they were 
each in their rooms ; Madame de Schwei- 
bach, glad to lie down and rest herself. 
Carlotta, having first waited for the 
maid's arrival with the boxes and des- 
patched her to her aunt, followed Gretchen 
into the chamber the cousins were to share 
together. That young lady was already 
in the balcony bathing her soul in the silent 
beauty of a Swiss landscape. As her 
friend, astonished at her silence, came to 
her side, she turned, and putting her arm 
round her both stood quiet and mute, 
thoroughly enjoying the peaceful loveliness 
around them. 

Presently Gretchen murmured, her eyes 
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gazing beyond to where the delicate blue of 
the lake stretched calm and wide in front 
of them. 

" Oh! Lottchen es ist wunderschon. I 
feel almost as if I could weep, dear friend. 
That lake smiling so peacefully seems to 
stir something in my heart. It is strange 
perhaps, but, Carlotta, I have never seen 
the like before. Shut up in that great city 
of Berlin, once only did I ever see the 
sea, and that was at Kiel, where I -went 
with my father for the day ; but then it 
was not like this, Lotta ! It was angry, 
oh, so angry, Vetterchen, and I felt fright- 
ened and awed, as I saw the waves come 
lashing up and cover the pier with their 
foam. The billows seemed like excited 
war-horses longing to scatter danger and 
death as they came, and I shuddered as I 
saw the vast heaving mass ; others said 
it was grand, magnificent — and so it was 
— but it did not touch my heart like 
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yonder lake. This is what I have seen in 
my dreams, and makes one think of the 
'lake under the great white throne/ " 
and her bright face took a solemn shade. 

"Yes, love, you are right/' answered 
Carlotta, pressing her friend to her side. 
"But still, I have seen that lake very 
different to its aspect now. Its waters are 
not always so still and joyous. Who 
knows but even now there is treachery 
afloat, and those frail cockle-shells, resting 
and playing so confidently on its bosom, 
may not be shattered and destroyed before 
they reach the bank ? Look at yonder 
cloud brooding so darkly over all. It is 
life over again !" and she sighed ; " one 
moment we are all confidence, peace, calm; 
another and the cloud is threatening, the 
tempest rises, and our hopes and dreams 
are crushed and scattered hopelessly and 
for ever." 

"How dare you try and spoil my 
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thoughts, by pretending that l all is not 
gold that glitters/ " cried Gretchen, wil- 
fully, " My pretty philosopher, I do not 
believe in you, and say what you will, 
the sight of those azure waters glancing 
so brilliantly in the rays of the sun, 
those boats skimming along so daintily, 
the soft dip-dip of the oars, and that 
gay song we hear wafted to us from some 
one in them, makes my heart flutter 
and bound like an imprisoned bird, and 
leaves me little inclined to moralise on its 
likeness to life or anything else. Carlotta," 
and she pointed with a sly glance to one 
side of the grounds where little arbours 
lay hid here and there amidst the flowers 
and foliage, "dost thou not wish little 
one, thy Karl was with thee in one of them, 
whispering of his love. Thou wouldst not 
be so ready then to disbelieve in the glamour 
around," and she laughed gaily as she 
noticed the scarlet flush that spread over 
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her friend's face at her wicked allusion. 
"Ah!" she continued, stopping her merri- 
ment and giving a half sigh ; " Ouchy is 
evidently a place for romance. No de- 
claration of love could come amiss in one of 
those pretty retreats, the lake rippling into 
soft laughter near and the trees only 
anxious to hide you from observers. But, 
bah ! I am waxing sentimental I declare. 
What a long tirade I am inflicting on 
you. Fancy (Srretchen talking of love and 
declarations ; it is that water, that scenery 
which has stolen the heart out of my 
breast. I am to be won by the 'lake- 
king,' I shall whisper to the waves to- 
morrow. Behold in me the future f Lady 
of the Lake/ " and dimpling all over with 
fun at the idea, she turned into the room 
again, drawing her cousin with her. 
" Well ! sweet friend, why so silent ?" she 
inquired, merrily. "Have my rude re- 
marks on your moralising shut your lips 
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so tightly, or do you think my admiration 
for all I have seen too high-flown ? Re- 
member to the city-girl it is Paradise !" 

" I confess to neither one nor the other 
of your accusations," replied Carlotta, 
smiling ; " you will learn to moralise some 
day, and I am content to wait till then for 
you to own that I was right in what I 
said. And about thinking you high-flown, 
on the contrary, I have followed your every 
word and felt with you also. It is fairy- 
land, and if — and if " 

" And if the ' fairy prince ' were here, 
how happy Carlotta Schwerin would be," 
finished Gretchen, with a roguish smile, 
and she began to sing : 

" Ich weiss nicht was soil es bedeuten, 
Dasz ich so traurig bin !" 

"But, Carlotta, the prince is on his way. 
Hark to that song again in the distance t 
Do you hear ? ' Coming — coming — ' and 
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I sing with it — 'coming — coming — come/ 
Oh, my child, how I shall laugh if my 
prognostications come true I" 

" Hush, Gretchen," answered her cousin, 
seriously ; " you must not really speak like 
this. What would be the use even if we 
did meet. Affairs are not one whit 
changed, and for my part I would rather, 
as things are, never see him again ;" and 
she left her friend, and began hurriedly 
and nervously pulling some things out of 
a travelling-bag. 

Gretchen pouted saucily. 

" I don't care, Carlotta ! if you like to 
look on the dark side of things, I like to 
look on the bright. ' It is my nature to P 
Faith is a grand thing, say what you all 
will. Why ! it is the very foundation of 
our religion/' and she opened her brown 
eyes wide, as if she had found an unanswer- 
able argument. 

"Come here, you silly child," replied 
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Carlotta, who had now quite recovered her 
equanimity ; " and do not stand there 
talking of faith, else it will be my turn to 
laugh at you. It is getting late now, 
and is time we prepared for the table 
d'hdte." 

As she spoke, a knock was heard at the 
door, and their aunt's maid entered, holding 
in her hand some lovely creamy and scarlet 
roses. 

" Meine Fr&ulein" she exclaimed ; " I 
have come to tell you there is a dance 
to-night, and madam e has sent me to help 
you dress, as she felt certain you would 
like to join it. See ! how do you like my 
flowers?" and she held them out for in- 
spection. 

Two eager hands seized them, and two 
pretty little noses were soon buried in their 
soft petals. 

" Delicious ! Perfect ! Ravishing," were 
a few of the epithets that met the maid's 
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ears as she went to the trunk and took out 
two snowy dresses, and laid them carefully 
on the bed. 

" A dance, Sophie ! did you really say a 
dance ?" inquired Gretchen, whose features 
looked brimful of glee, for dearly did she 
love tripping it, "on the light fantastic 
toe." " Oh, what happiness !" as she read 
the woman's smiling assent 

"But Madame de Schweibach, Sophie," 
said the more thoughtful Carlotta. " Surely 
she is too fatigued to descend with us to- 
night?" 

"You need not fear for madame," 
replied the woman ; " she is already 
much refreshed; she has had a long 
sleep, and declared herself ready for 
anything." 

" I am glad of that," cried both the 
girls simultaneously. 

"You are right, Carlotta," continued 
Gretchen ; " we must think of her first. 
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Are you sure, Sophie, it will not be too 
much for her 1" 

" Madame knows her own powers best," 
answered the maid, rather evasively. " But 
I know she has set her heart on your 
enjoying the dance, and will take no excuse 
whatever, for she told me so." 

Greatly relieved at this information, 
Gretchen darted off to her toilet-table, 
and soon both were deep in the mysteries 
of the toilette, Sophie inwardly wonder- 
ing why Miss Carlotta seemed to take so 
little interest in it all. It was not natural, 
she thought, that a young lady like her 
should not look forward to this little enjoy- 
ment. But then Sophie did not know 
what thoughts were passing through Car- 
lottas head. Poor girl ! the last time she 
had dressed for a dance, it had been with 
the certainty of meeting him, for whom alone 
she felt she cared to look well; now — it was 
a different matter, and so there she stood 
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letting Sophie arrange hair, dress, flowers, 
as she would, and never even looked in the 
glass. He was not there to look his 
pleasure, and show by his eyes how he 
appreciated her beauty ; so what mattered 
it? After giving a parting touch to 
Gretchen's brilliant sash, the maid left the 
room. The instant the door closed on her, 
Gretchen sprang to Carlotta's side. 

" Why Lottchen," she cried, playfully; 
"one would think you were going to a 
funeral, so pensive and serious is your 
expression ; but still nothing ever takes 
away from your looks. You might stand 
for a portrait of the ' fairy queen/ " and 
she scanned admiringly the slender figure 
and sweet pale face. 

" No, indeed," replied her cousin, smil- 
ing ; " I leave everything in the fairy line 
to you, sprite and elf as you are," and she 
passed her hand caressingly over the bright 
young head, in a tender half-motherly 
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fashion pretty to see. Somehow she felt 
sometimes so immeasurably older than 
Gretchen, though in reality only two years 
her senior; but then, love like hers is 
always a mighty youth destroyer, and even 
when it is a happy one, makes one feel 
as if one had suddenly plucked and eaten 
of the Tree of good and evil, and when 
did knowledge of any kind tend to keep 
one young and careless. 

As they stood chatting, Madame de 
Schweibach entered. A smile lit up 
her features, as she gazed on the fair 
picture before her. Very attractive indeed 
were the two figures, which so modestly 
came forward at her entrance. Carlotta's 
delicate loveliness drew especially her 
aunt's attention, and she well merited it. 
Her taU 9 slight yet rounded figure, arrayed 
in soft, billowy white, the small queen-like 
head with its bright braids of hair, amidst 
which nestled clingingly a cream-white 
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rose and spray of green — another to match 
in her breast — the pure sweet face, all 
made a picture which none could look at 
unmoved. Her only colouring was the 
delicate green of the leaves, and the rose- 
tint in her cheek. But what attracted 
madame, more than all the outward beauty, 
was the intense spirituality of its character. 
It seemed to tell of one who had suffered, 
perhaps suffered still, but who could bear 
her pain, whatever it was, with the re- 
signed dignity of a woman who has 
hopes beyond this world. More than once 
already had her aunt suspected that a 
secret tale was hidden under that calm 
exterior, and as she caught the sad, almost 
weary look with which her niece suddenly 
turned away from her keen gaze, she felt 
convinced of it. Her own soul, quickened 
by suffering, was quick to find a kindred 
one, and she felt indescribably drawn to 
the fair gentle girl who bore her sorrow 
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so tranquilly and submissively. From that 
moment she determined by degrees to win 
the girls confidence. 

" And who knows," she said mentally, 
"but that the pleasure of allaying her trouble 
may be left to me — by a wise and over- 
ruling Providence?" 

" So I rneine Tante ! you are at last ready 
to honour me with a look ?" cried Gretchen, 
laughing and curtseying, as at last Madame 
turned to her. "I do not wonder, I am 
sure, at the delay," with an affectionate 
glance at Carlotta. " But now behold me, 
last but not least, as the English would 
say. There is Dignity— here is Impudence. 
There is Titania — here is Puck, at your 
pleasure," and she curtseyed low again, 
and laughed till the walls echoed with her 
merriment. 

Her aunt joined softly in her mirth, it 
was so catching. 

" May you long keep those bright spirits, 
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Kindchen" she said, fondly. "Treasure 
them as a gift from God. And now, my 
dears, follow me, the dinner was announced 
some time ago." 

As they entered the wide salle-a-manger 
the cousins felt slightly confused at the 
numerous eyes raised to scan the new- 
comers. How they got to their seats they 
never knew, except that they followed 
mechanically in the wake of Madame de 
Schweibach, whom nothing ever discom- 
posed* As they took their seats and 
raised their eyes, which they had studiously 
kept downwards, imagine Carlotta's look 
of amazement, almost of terror, as she 
recognised just opposite her, the young 
Count Heinberg. The blood mounted and 
spread over face, neck and bosom, in a 
crimson tide as she met his gaze, and then 
died away leaving her white as a winter 
snow-flake. Her aunt with ready tact 
covered her confusion, by bending forward 
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and speaking to Gretchen. The enigma 
was being solved. Madame's quick eye 
lost nothing of the Count's confusion, the 
ray of happiness that shot into his face 
as he marked Carlotta's emotion. When 
she turned from Gretchen, satisfied her niece 
had been given time to conquer her feel- 
ings, the secret Carlotta thought hidden in 
her own breast was shared by another. It 
was all the work of a moment, though it 
takes long to write. Her quiet dignity 
almost immediately restored, Carlotta 
bowed gracefully to the Count, and in 
accents at once calm and friendly claimed 
an old acquaintance. Only once was her 
self-control nearly upset, and that was on 
encountering two brown eyes twinkling all 
over with glee, which said as plainly 
as possible : " Did I ^not tell you so ? 
What do you think of my predictions 
now r 

But even that was got over in time, and 
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the dinner begun so ominously, ended very 
pleasantly. Carlotta and Karl certainly 
did not talk much, but a fine looking 
young man, evidently a friend of the 
Count's, seemed quite capable of doing 
duty for both, and lured on by Gretchen's 
bright eyes and saucy retorts, between 
them, they set their friends completely at 
their ease, and created a diversion into the 
bargain. 

But when the dinner was over, Carlotta 
made excuses to her aunt, and retired to 
her room. Poor child, her heart was 
bursting at this sudden reopening of her 
wound after the strain she had put 
upon herself ; and as she knelt by her bed 
and pressed her head in the coverlet, she 
clasped her hands convulsively, as if by 
mere force of will she could drive away the 
gnawing pain at her heart. She loved 
this man with the whole force of her self- 
contained nature. He loved her in return, 
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and yet they must never be more to each 
other than ordinary acquaintances. It was 
a bitter fact. 

"I must not, will not see him again/' 
she murmured ; " I saw by his face that he 
had fathomed my secret, and if I trust my- 
self with him to-night, we shall both be 
forgetting everything, except that we love 
one another. Ach mein Gott — mein Gott / 
I am too miserable !" J 

We will leave her to fight her battle by 
herself, and to pluck out with ruthless 
hands the sweet poison in her veins. 
After all, how many there are that have to 
do the same, and if the ordeal does not 
leave them embittered and hard, as, alas f 
it often does, it will lead them higher, 
and teach them not to set their hopes and 
dreams on things that crumble at the 
touch, but on a Love that will last to all 
eternity. 

Meanwhile, Madame de Schweibach 
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beckoned Gretchen apart, as she seemed 
about to follow her cousin. 

"Come to my sitting-room for a few 
minutes, my love. Carlotta, if I mistake 
not, is better alone for a while." 

Yes, indeed! well did madame know 
the relief it was to escape from eyes, howso- 
ever friendly, when heart and soul were 
convulsed with grief, and nerves shaken 
and vibrating to every touch. 

" Gretchen, child," she continued, as she 
took a seat and motioned her niece to 
approach ; " I am in your mother's place 
now, and must request your confidence as 
to the understanding between Count 
Heinberg and your cousin, for it was im- 
possible not to notice their emotion at 
meeting." 

" Certainly, meine Tante," cried Gretchen 
affectionately, as she placed herself by the 
widow's side, and covered with her own 
the small, delicate hand. " Die Miltterchen 
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bid us tell you everything, and said she 
knew your counsel would be always right, 
and that we might put implicit trust in 
you. So, aunt beloved, I will tell you 
all." 

In a few brief words full of a certain 
pathos, the tale was told, even to her own 
prognostications as to the meeting between 
the two, and her certainty that all was to 
come right between them. 

" Rather a rash prediction," replied her 
aunt, smiling. " Had you the very slightest 
idea of such a possibility when you sug- 
gested it r 

" Not the very least ;" and Gretchen 
looked slightly abashed, but rallying, as 
she met her aunt's kind, encouraging gaze. 
"Stranger things have happened," she 
went on apologetically ; "somehow, too, I 
thought Carlotta too good ever to be so 
terribly disappointed. Oh 1 my aunt " 
(enthusiastically), " you have no idea how 
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unselfish she is. She would never dream 
like some girls of the least underhand 
dealing to win her lover back. I believe 
she would tread on the very heart out of her 
breast, sacrifice herself over and over again, 
if my mother said it must be so, and never a 
word of complaint would pass her lips. She 
hasnever once mentioned this matter to "die 
Miitterchen " since the day she told her a 
marriage with Karl was impossible, and 
mamma thinks, I know, that she has for- 
gotten all about it." 

" Poor child I it is a sore trial for one so 
young ; though if she knew it," and the 
widow sighed heavily, " there are 
bereavements in the world worse than 
hers. Gretchen, child, I have a wish to 
help this young couple. You are certain 
that, except for the want of money, there 
is no drawback to this young man." 

" Oh, dear no !" cried Gretchen, while 
her dark eyes gleamed with excitement 
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and pleasure that, after all, her prophecies 
were fated to come true. " My father 
liked him much, and all speak well of 
him. Oh I aunt beloved ! do you really 
mean to help them V and her cheek 
glowed with pure emotion. 

"Yes, little one," said madame, smiling, 
" but on condition that you run away now, 
and do not breathe a word to Carlotta of 
my intention. I would advise you to seek 
amusement downstairs, and leave your 
cousin to herself yet a while longer. 
That elated face might spoil every- 
thing." 

"Just as you please, my aunt," cried 
the girl, whose spirits felt irrepressible at 
the prospect of Carlottas happiness. "I 
certainly do feel that, if I saw the dear 
child now, I should be letting out all kinds 
of mysterious hints and rousing her 
curiosity, so I will go to the library and 
whisper to the books for a safety valve," 
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and she danced off, light and airy as the 
summer wind. 

But, alas ! for my talkative heroine, it 
was not the books that became the recipient 
of her confidences, but Monsieur Wilhelm 
Arnim, her dinner acquaintance, for she 
found him — deserted by his friend, and 
yawning in the dusk — safely ensconced in 
a comfortable arm-chair in the library — 
sole occupant of the room. 

He sprang up as Gretchen entered, and 
soon both were employed in the merry give- 
and-take they had first launched upon; but 
after a little while, dear me 1 how con- 
fidential they became, and, with heads 
perilously close, confided to each other all 
kinds of things as to their friends ; and 
Gretchen after enjoining special secrecy, 
told him of her aunt's intention to make 
them happy. Of course this disclosure in 
volved still more whisperings, and by the 
time the two came out to meet Madame de 
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Schweibach, Gretchen had owned to her- 
self that Wilhelm Arnim was the very 
pleasantest man she had ever met in her life; 
and he — he — felt that many such moments 
in the dusk would turn his head com- 
pletely. 

While all this was going on, Madame 
de Schweibach sat for some time after 
Gretcheh's departure in deep thought. A,t 
last she rose ; there was a light in her eye 
and a firmness in her step, as of one who 
had arrived at a final decision. 

" Yes," she murmured half audibly, " my 
heart has felt strangely drawn towards 
Carlotta Schwerin. Her thoughtfulness for 
others and utter unselfishness attracted me 
from the first ; and who knows but that, 
orphan as she is, she may turn to me as to 
her mother, and make me forget my own 
losses in her daughterly love ! Was it for 
this, O Father! that life for me was so 
suddenly clouded ? Even so ; for so it 
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seemed good in Thy sight." And a sweet, 
bright smile shed its radiance over the 
widow's face, a smile that seemed a light 
caught from above. As she spoke, a ray of 
the departing sun entered and lit up the 
pale, delicate face as with a halo. Was it 
the reflex of Heaven's own .acknowledg- 
ment of her submission and resignation ? 

" And now. to action," she said aloud. 
Going to her room, she summoned her 
maid. 

" Sophie ! go and find out the valet 
of the Count Heinberg, and bid him tell 
his master that Madame de Schweibach 
awaits him in her salon, and conduct him 
yourself hither." 

Inwardly wondering at the Countess's 
unusual animation, Sophie hurried away, 
and it was not long before she ushered in 
the Count. Then obeying a sign from her 
mistress, she withdrew, leaving madame 
face to face with Karl Heinberg. 
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She half started as the white, stern coun- 
tenance met hers. Could only an hour so 
have changed the agreeable debonnair face 
to its present marble rigidity? How 
tightly compressed was his mouth, how 
almost fierce the expression of his eyes. 
Poor Karl ! the sight of Carlotta's emotion 
had stirred his very heart, and it was a 
hard battle he had fought with himself in his 
longing to wring the confession of her love 
from her lips, while his honour remained 
bound to her parent. But the victory had 
been gained. Honour before everything. 

Madame held out her hand, her heart 
feeling very pitiful towards this fine, manly 
young fellow, at once so strong and so 
weak. 

" You must wonder at my abrupt mes- 
sage, Meinherr Count V 9 she asked softly. 

" Not in the least," he responded with 
intense frigidity ; " I expected it, on the 
contrary. It is to desire me to keep away 
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from your niece, that she may not risk the 
contamination of my presence at the dance 
to-night. Have no fear, madame" — with a 
cynical smile — " I shall not appear this 
evening, and to-morrow morning I leave 
by the first train." 

A warm admiration took the place of 
pity in madame's breast. It was not every 
man she knew who would forego the plea- 
sure of one night spent with the girl he 
loved, when, too, he had read a secret so 
flattering to himself. With renewed in- 
terest she motioned to a seat at her side. 

"You are mistaken, meinherr," she an- 
swered quietly ; " it was not for that I 
requested your presence." 

" For what else then ?" he inquired 
incredulously. 

" You love my niece very dearly, mein- 
herr V was all madame's answer. 

He turned round half fiercely and faced 
her. 
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"Was it for this then only, that you 
bade me hither, Madame de Schweibach, to 
satisfy your curiosity as to my feelings for 
Carlotta Schwerin? Know, then, that I 
love her with a love bordering on worship, 
and I am not a man to give my heart 
lightly to the first pretty face that crosses 
my path. She is my ideal of what a woman 
should be, and to me will ever be the most 
cherished object on God's earth. To win that 
pure high-souled girl I would give worlds, 
did I possess them ; but even the reckless 
gift of your own life for your country does 
not bring in gold, which nowadays is so essen- 
tial to matrimony. Look at these" — and 
he pointed contemptuously to some ribands 
on his breast. "These and the title of 
captain are what alone I have earned after 
exposing myself to a hundred dangers this 
long campaign with France. I have no- 
thing else worth the acceptance of the 
beautiful girl I long so hopelessly to win. 

15—2 
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I had my dreams once, but they are over," 
and he sighed heavily, his blue eyes look- 
ing bitter and despairing as he averted his 
head. 

€i Nothing worth her acceptance 1" re- 
peated madame gently; "you forget the 
faithful love of an honest heart." 

" Which counts for nothing nowadays," 
he replied, with a reckless laugh. " Gold — 
gold — gold is the cry everywhere, and if 
that is not forthcoming, the heart may 
starve to death in its misery." 

" And suppose, Count Heinberg, that 
some one who had yours and Carlotta's in- 
terest at heart was ready to bestow on you 
both a little more of this useful commodity, 
however much one may be inclined to sneer 
at it," and madame smiled. 

A wild ray of hope lit up Karl's counte- 
nance. He half rose, then relapsed again 
into his seat, the hopeless shadow once 
more falling over his face. 
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"Angels do not visit the earth nowa- 
days/' he answered with a sad smile. 

"Perhaps you are wrong," went on the 
Countess, smiling also. "All I know is, 
that the day that sees Carlotta Schwerin 
and Karl Heinberg man and wife, sees also 
one-half of my fortune settled on them both 
for life. How do you like the prospect, 
meinherr ?" 

Karl rose, but staggered like a man in- 
toxicated. He turned white to the very 
lips, and leant heavily against a table for 
support. 

Madame, shocked at the effect of her 
intelligence, sprang to her feet and went 
towards him. With a strong effort he 
commanded himself, and with a pitiful, 
pleading look in his eyes and a miserable 
attempt to smile he muttered : 

"Ah, madame, do not jest on such a 
matter." 

"Jest!" echoed the Countess seriously. 
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" Does the Count Heinberg think I could 
be so cruel, so inhuman, as to trifle with 
the best and holiest feelings of a man's 
nature ? No, meinherr ; it is all true. My 
fortune I have already decided on sharing 
between Gretchen and Carlotta. The lat- 
ter's portion will come to her the day of 
her marriage instead of at my death. I 
choose to transfer it thus, that living I may 
be a witness to your happiness/' and with a 
kind, reassuring look, madame considerately 
left the room. 

Karl sat stunned and helpless for some 
minutes, but by degrees the truth stole 
into his brain. Aa at last the full mean- 
ing of her promise dawned on his mind, he 
bowed his head on his arms, and a great 
sob shook his sturdy frame. The transition 
from sorrow to joy was too sudden. The 
man who had faced cannon with unchanging 
front, and seen many a tragedy that had 
not drawn one tear, wept like a babe 
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at this sudden glory of light let in on the 
hopeless dark misery of these past weeks. 

When madame returned, Karl was pacing 
the room with a countenance full of a calm, 
sober joy. Such grief as he had passed 
through took away from the wild ecstasy 
he might once have realised at the fulfilling 
of his day-dream, and it is best so. One 
can appreciate one's happiness better in 
that calm delight than in a frenzy whose 
very wildness . takes from its depth. As 
she entered he went up to her and took 
both the delicate hands in his. He strove 
to speak, but words would not come. Sud- 
denly he stooped and kissed her forehead. 

" I have no mother," he said simply, 
" will you accept me as your son ?" 

Those were all his thanks, but from that 
moment Madame de Schweibach felt no 
longer desolate, no more a lonely waif in 
the wide world. Her heart went out to 
her new-found son, and amply was that 
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mute pledge of motherhood and sonship 
fulfilled in after days. 

" And now, Karl," said madame, a pink 
tinge in her smooth cheek ; " I must make 
you promise not to say a word of all this 
to Carlotta till I give you permission to- 
night. I am off to her now to insist on 
her joining the dancers, who seem to have 
already begun their evolutions, if I can 
judge by the noise below, and you, sir" 
(playfully), "had better smooth those 
ruffled locks, if you intend acting as her 
cavalier this evening." 

"I leave all to you," he answered, 
smiling, and raising her hand to his lips, he 
withdrew. 

Madame's heart nearly relented in her 
decision when she saw her niece, who was 
standing near the open window, very quiet 
and very still. She was not a girl to give 
way to a tumult of grief, and cry her eyes 
out in distress; but the look of those 
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sad eyes, so resolute, and yet so miserable, 
was a sore sight to meet. The slender, 
blue-veined hands were clasped closely, 
and there was a patient, silent endurance 
in her whole aspect, that touched her aunt 
keenly. 

" Kindchen" she murmured fondly, 
passing her arm round the slender figure ; 
"Gretchen has told me all. My poor 
child." 

The fond tone, the still fonder caress, 
opened the closed gates of Carlottas heart. 
For one moment she struggled against 
giving way, but the sweet, sympathising 
manner was not to be withstood ; another 
instant, and she was weeping silently and 
bitterly on her aunt's breast. 

The Countess let her sob on, knowing 
how tears take away the first bitterness of 
sorrow, but presently she lifted the bowed 
head gently, and said brightly : 

" Now, bathe your face, my child, for 
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I hear the music beginning, and Gret- 
chen will not dance unless you are 
there." 

Carlotta drew back. 

" Oh ! aunt beloved, you will not surely 
ask me to descend to-night! My heart 
is far too sad for this merriment. You 
must know, too," she went on supplicatingly 
as madame's face looked unrelenting, "that 
all intercourse between Karl Heinberg and 
myself is forbidden, and he is certain to be 
there this evening ; and aunt," the sad 
eyes were cast down, " I cannot trust myself 
with him yet " 

How her aunt smiled to herself at the 
naive confession, but she only replied quietly 
but decidedly : 

"Do not trouble yourself about him, 
Carlotta ; I want you to enjoy yourself to- 
night, and if he should ask you to dance, 
you must not make yourself singular by 
refusing. He thinks of leaving, I heard 
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him say, to-morrow morning, so, as I expect 
it is you who are driving him. away, let 
the poor fellow have a pleasant time before 
he goes, and let me see," she added affec- 
tionately, " my Carlotta give herself up 
unreservedly to the pleasure of the moment, 
and relinquish these dark forebodings as 
to the future. Kindchen, will you promise 
me this ?" 

Amazed beyond words at such a per- 
mission, yet full of a tremulous joy as 
she realised that this evening — at least, 
might, without wrong, be spent with her 
lover, Carlotta gave the required promise. 
As she turned away to bathe her face and 
smooth her hair, Madame de Schweibach 
felt a pleasurable sensation, half tinged 
with sadness ; to see how those few words 
had been sufficient to bring the blood 
mantling to her cheek, and change the 
look of suffering into one of happy ex- 
pectation. 
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"I am ready now, my aunt," said 
Carlotta softly, as she came forward, her 
own sweet, winsome self again. 

Smiling, madame preceded her niece 
downstairs, where they were met by 
Gretchen and Monsieur Arnim. Car- 
lotta, notwithstanding her own feelings, 
was amused to perceive how brilliant was 
the blush with which Gretchen accepted 
that gentleman's arm to lead her to the 
centre of the dancers ; Gretchen, too, who 
declared that no man had ever brought the 
conscious colour to her face. But our 
heroine had not time to observe more, 
before Karl Heinberg advanced and sued 
her for a waltz. She looked nervously at 
her aunt one moment, but the kind, reas- 
suring smile calmed all doubts and fears, 
and she went off with her lover in a dream 
of delight, only surpassed by Karl's, who 
could scarcely yet realise that the fair girl 
he had longed so desperately to win was 
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at last his to woo and wear without inter- 
ference. 

Never was an evening more successful. 
Gretchen, little fairy, was in her element, 
and her bright coquettish glances did more 
harm than I should like to say. Gentleman 
after gentleman implored her for a dance, 
but between you and me, reader, the balance 
seemed to lie largely in favour of Monsieur 
Arnim, though to make up for her seeming 
partiality, she tyrannised over him fright- 
fully, and drove him half wild with her 
coquetry. However, he seemed thoroughly 
to enjoy it and would not be outdone by 
her in repartee and quick retort. 

Carlotta, meanwhile, was perfectly happy, 
for was not Karl's arm round her, and 
Karl's eyes looking into hers alive with deep 
affection ? Once or twice, a vision of the 
morrow, when the parting was inevitable, 
would come before her, and cause her to 
shiver nervously at the thought ; but one 
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look at her lovers radiant face seemed to 
inspire her with confidence, and she would 
banish the feeling resolutely, true to her 
promise to her aunt. -Not a single soul 
would the young man let approach his 
love. 

" To-night," he whispered, " I must have 
you all to myself," and she was quite con- 
tent it should be so, and allowed several 
would-be partners to return from whence 
they came, disgusted at " that Heinberg s 
selfishness in keeping to himself the prettiest 
girl in the room." 

After a while, as the heat of the hall 
increased, Karl and madame exchanged 
glances, and he knew that the time was 
come to tell his love, and the happiness 
in store for them, to the unsuspecting 
Carlotta. 

" Shall we take a turn in the garden to 
cool ourselves," he whispered, " the heat is 
getting overpowering here," and as she 
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assented, he drew her aside, and wrapped 
her cloak round her with a tender care, 
which sent the blood to her cheek. Karl's 
heart leaped passionately as he saw the shy 
timid expression that stole into the sweet 
eyes at his touch, and he felt he should 
like to take her in his arms then and there, 
and tell her she was his for ever and aye. 
But he restrained himself till they were 
in the pale still moonlight, with no 
witness but the calm grey sky and golden 
stars ; and there, hidden by the sombre 
shadow of the trees, he told his love.. 
Carlotta looked up as in a dream, to see 
the manly young form bending over her, 
and a great light in the good, earnest 
face. 

" Carlotta ! meine Geliebte, mein HerzSns- 
freude, tell me, is my passion returned ? 
Beloved! speak?" 

" Karl, my Karl/' murmured the girl, 
forgetting in the moment's delirium 
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her aunt's refusal to counsel such a 
match. 

Her bright head fell on his breast, and 
with a tumultuous joy, the young man 
clasped her to his beating heart, and for one 
brief instant Carlotta tasted the exquisite 
knowledge of loving and being loved. But 
it was only momentary. She had hardly 
pressed the haven of his breast, hardly felt 
the first passionate kiss on her beautiful, 
startled face, before all rushed upon her 
mind with tenfold bitterness, for that one 
perfect minute of delight. Then, the rosy 
flush his lips had brought scared away to 
a ghastly white, the soft, shy eyes wide 
apart, and full of a great terror, she 
started from his arms. What had she to 
do with Karl Heinberg's love ? was it not 
forbidden — a marriage with him decided on 
as impossible ? What did he mean by 
drawing her on thus ? 

" Begone, Karl Heinberg !" burst from 
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her lips, as she pushed him away with all 
the strength of her little hands. " By 
whose permission are you here suing for 
toy love, when you know it is forbidden ? 
It was cruel, dishonourable to me and my 
aunt " 

But Karl was prepared, and snatching 
the slender fingers in his, he held them 
tight as she turned to flee from him. She 
could not escape ; that grasp, gentle though 
it was, seemed ^ vice. Like a stately 
wounded stag she stood at bay. 

" Let me go, Karl Heinberg !" she cried 
passionately, " and do not let me lose my 
high opinion of you, do not let me feel my 
ideal of manly honour is but clay after 
all!" 

" Carlotta— listen P 

" No ! I will not listen. It is forbidden t 
Count Heinberg, let me go !" 

"But you shall listen !" he answered, 
bending forward and speaking hurriedly. 

16 
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" Carlotta, I have your aunt Madame de 
Schweibach's permission for all I do. Do 
you think, even to win you, Karl Heinberg 
would stoop to deceit or dishonour ? No ! 
I am at liberty now to say to you what I 
like ; and now go, if you still wish it," and 
he released her hands with a proud smile. 

"Karl, Karl, is it really true?" and 
Carlotta drew near gazing searchingly 
into the frank candid eyes. It was impos- 
sible to meet their gaze and doubt their 
truth. She stood irresolute. He made no 
movement forward towards her. She had 
doubted him ! 

Seeing he still stood erect and unbend- 
ing, Carlotta stepped up to him and put 
her hand timidly on his shoulder : 

" Karl," she murmured, u my own Karl, 
thou art not vexed ? Forgive me for my 
doubt. I should have known thee better. 
See " (hesitatingly and with a rush of colour 
to her face), " see, I am here ! Thy Carlotta 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



of fortune's wheel. 243 

is not flown." Then, with an exultant, 
triumphant ' smile, he drew her into his 
arms, and she nestled there like a fluttering 
young bird that has at last found its nest., 

" Now tell me .all, my Karl," she whis- 
pered. 

He did tell her, and as Carlotta 
realised her aunt's sacrifice and her love, 
tears of gratitude and affection filled 
her eyes. 

" Geliebte" she murmured. " Our home 
shall be hers henceforward." 

" Surely, meinHerzchen" was his reply, as 
he pressed his lips to the pure dewy face. 
"The two orphans have found a mother 
from this night," and there was a serious 
joy in his eyes, for he felt that to the 
woman who had given him the treasure in 
his arms, he owed a life's service and a 
son's affection. 

And here we leave them to make their 
mutual vows, sure that the future before 

16—2 
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them is fated to be a happy one ; for where 
true love and high principles exist, life is 
sure to be a charmed one. 

What need have I to tell more? Of 
course all went right, every one consented 
to everything, and " all went merry as a 
marriage bell." Into Madame de Schwei- 
bach's soul had stolen a pleasant sense of 
rest and love — feelings she had never 
hoped to experience on earth again. A son 
and daughter had sprung up to her, and 
her life was no more to be solitary and 
loveless, for a home that owed its origin 
to her would await her at some time not 
for distant. 

And Gretchen, our little Gretchen, what 
of her ? Will my readers follow me into 
that pretty arbour entwined with scented 
jasmine and warm red roses, shaded from 
view by the heavy foliage of the pine trees. 
In it, looking out at the blue lake here and 
there distinctly visible, stand Wilhelm 
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Arnim and our young heroine. Six weeks 
spent at Ouchy have flown rapidly, and 
Gretchen has come here alone to bid adieu 
to her pet scenes. Of course she never 
expected, when she entered that arbour, 
to discover Wilhelm Arnim seated there I 
but be it as it may, she seemed in no wise 
disconcerted, for she took her stand near 
the door, and toyed with the flowers of 
the trailing jasmine. As she expected, he 
joined her instantly. 

"I suppose Karl has told you that we 
leave to-morrow V she asks presently, with 
a glance out of the corners of her eyes to 
see how he takes the news. 

" So do I," he answers gravely. 

"What do you mean?" (incredulously). 
"I heard you telling that French lady a 
short while ago, that you thought of re- 
maining here an indefinite time." 

" Oh ! you did — did you ? How came 
you to have heard me, considering you were 
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at the opposite end of the room flirting 
with that odious Mr. Ferrier ¥' and there 
was a wicked twinkle in Monsieur Arnim's 
eyes as he spoke. 

Gretchen flushed hotly. The implied 
accusation touched her pride. She stamped 
her pretty little foot angrily, as she noticed 
a smile come and curl the corners of the 
young man's mouth. 

" You should not talk so loud if you do 
not wish to be heard," she answered 
defiantly ; " why, all the room could have 
heard had they chosen! I can only sup- 
pose " (with what was intended to be bitter 
irony) " that the lady was deaf." 

" Not in the least/' was the quiet reply ; 
"but come, Mademoiselle de Solmes, are 
you really leaving to-morrow?" and he 
drew closer to her, but she edged away 
with a toss of her pretty head. 

" Why do you ask ?" she demanded, im- 
periously. 
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" Oh ! if you are going to speak in that 
manner I had better beat a retreat," he 
retorted, though he gave not the slightest 
signs of doing so. 

"Do — I shall be delighted I came to 
be alone," with another toss of the rich 
curls. 

"We might not meet again," with a 
meaning look which Gretchen felt more 
than saw. 

" And suppose we do not — what then ?" 

Nothing daunted, he drew nearer still to 
her. 

" I want a promise before we part 1" 

" A promise ! What of ?" and she lifted 
her eyebrows disdainfully, " a flower — this 
glove — or my pocket-handkerchief ? What a 
charming souvenir 1" and she laughed mis- 
chievously. 

"Neither," he answered earnestly ; "some- 
thing better by far, Gretchen. I am am- 
bitious enough to wish you to promise me 
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this/' and he took the small left hand, idly 
pulling a flower to pieces, and pressed it 
eagerly to his lips. 

For one moment she turned red as a 
carnation in the summer sun, then she 
snatched it from him, and ostentatiously 
wiped it with her handkerchief. 

He coloured crimson at the action. 

" And suppose," went on Gretchen, 
coolly, " that I do not care to make such a 
promise ?" 

"But you will," and he attempted to 
speak confidently, though there was re- 
pressed anxiety in his eyes and a slight 
trembling of the lip. 

" No ! Most decidedly not f 

"Gretchen," he said hoarsely, "have 
you been trifling with me all this time ? 
You know there has been no common 
understanding between us. Do you really 
mean what you say V 

" When did I ever meai} what I said ?" she 
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answered demurely, and looking out under 
her eyelashes in a way that drove him half 
wild. "In my childhood I always said 
things I repented of an hour afterwards." 

"And you repent what you said just 
aiow ? Gretchen, you love me — you know 
you do f and drawing a. great breath of 
relief, he held out his arms smiling radi- 
antly. 

" You seem wiser on the subject, appa- 
rently, than I am myself," was the sly 
retort. "Keep your distance, if you 
please/' 

"Oh! you sprite, you elf, you fairy 
changeling! If you are not enough to 
drive a man out of his seven senses, I do 
not know who is ; but wait one moment, I 
shall have my revenge!" and he caught 
her hand, and was about to imprison her 
in his arms, when with a saucy — 

"You will not get it yet," she broke 
from his clasp, and, with a merry peal of 
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laughter, fled down the path. But she 
had counted without her host: her dress 
caught in one of the rose-trees so freely 
scattered about, and before she could re- 
lease herself Wilhelm was beside her, and in 
another moment she lay breathless, rebel- 
lious, and blushing in his arms, and you 
may be sure he did not let her go till he 
had got a plain answer to a plain ques- 
tion. 

"I take you only out of pity — under- 
stand," she said, coquettishly, in answer 
to his murmured words ; "you did look 
so frightfully miserable when I said No ! 
that I got frightened, and relented. I 
always was too tender-hearted," very de- 
murely. 

" I am too much of a gentleman, I hope, 
to contradict the ' queen of the fairies/ " 
he answered, with a confident, happy 
smile ; " though I hope I may be allowed 
a private opinion on the subject," and Gret- 
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chen's eyes drooped under that proud, 
ardent gaze. 

" Now let me go, Monsieur Wilhehn," 
she demanded imperatively at last; "else 
I shall recall all I have said." 

" And that is not much," he said, laugh- 
ing ; " I foresee a deal* of trouble before 
I get this wild restive little bird into 
training." 

"Into training, indeed," and in her in- 
dignation she burst from his grasp, and 
contemplated him like an indignant Pytho- 
ness. "For that speech, Mr. Wilhelm 
Arnim, 1 will have nothing more to do 
with you," and before he could stop her, 
she had skimmed away, fleet as a 
fawn. 

However, her threat did not seem to 
have much effect on Monsieur Arnim, 
judging from the deep joyous laugh that 
followed her, and the gaze that followed 
her figure till it disappeared. 
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" What a darling she is," he murmured 
to himself as he moved after her, " The 
most saucy lovable bewildering little 
mortal, a man could find to turn his brain 
for him. I never dreamt there was such 
a little houri on the earth. What a lucky 
fellow I am to have won her. The monkey, 
too! pretending she was not going to have 
me, and all the while she had made up her 
mind. Artful little puss ! her coquetry is 
simply delicious ; I am sure she cares for 
me, though the provoking sprite would not 
say as I wished : 'I love you, Wilhelm f 
Never mind, I will hold her tighter to* 
morrow, and she shall not escape till she 
says it," and full of pleasant dreams the 
young man went his way. 

That evening, when the cousins were 
alone in their room, and there was no fear 
of interruption, Gretchen stole up to Car- 
lotta, and putting her arm round her, 
whispered something which made the 
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latter catch her in her arms and give her a 
good kiss. 

" How now, Miss Gtetchen ? I thought 
that little heart of yours was safely caged 
in its own bosom, and not to be entrapped 
by any young man, with a moustache, 
and—" 

, " Hush I" and the words were arrested 
by Gretchens fingers on her mouth. " A 
truce to your jests, Vetterchen. Besides it 
is quite understood between us, that I take 
Monsieur Wilhelm only out of pity," and 
her eyes twinkled mischievously. 

" You silly child," answered Carlotta, as 
she drew the girl closer to her side ; 
"you would have me believe you are a 
1 Beatrice/ and take your Benedict out of 
the merest good-nature. Come, come, 
Kindchen, I know better," and she bent 
and murmured a few words in Gretchen's 
ear, that brought the hot colour streaming 
into the girl's face, and she was fain to 
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cover her conscience-stricken eyes with her 
hands, to hide what looked like two happy 
tears stealing down her cheeks. 

Thus ends my tale, and may all such 
true loves be rewarded in this world of 
match-making mammas and long-sighted 
papas. 



dbyWC 
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CHAPTER L 

It was not a pretty village, that of Ste. 
Valerie. There were no lofty trees and 
cool greei^ pastures, only long expanses of 
sand crowned with a beach, and above 
that again, a row or two of huts that looked 
not even picturesque. 

But there were clifis white and 
battered, which towered up on either 
side of the village forming a stately 
barrier seawards; and great brown 
rocks that showed their dusky peaks 
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pfotfdly ftbove the Galm and now shallow 
water. 

Sea-shells innumerable shone on the 
sands and hid themselves amongst the 
pebbles on the beach ; and red and brown 
sea-weed made bright spots of colour here 
and there. 

It is evening now, and with a low sleepy- 
murmur the waves are receding slowly leav- 
ing exposed a yet wider reach of yellow 
glistening sand, and leaving behind, as it 
were reluctantly, little pools of sea-water 
in which shrimps, tiny fish and crabs 
are disporting joyously, one moment 
buried in the sand and anon darting 
out, trailing in their wake long thin sandy 
tracks. 

Fishermen are out, with bare legs and 
feet wading in the water, bringing home 
the spoil of the day and dragging in their 
boats with a will if one may judge from 
the force of their lungs over the operation. 
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Others are standing in groups, chattering 
gaily to some women who have come to meet 
them. All make quaint dusky figures in 
sombre light, only relieved by the lurid 
beams from the fast-setting sun. 

A little apart, under the broad shadow 
of a boat, stand a young man and a girl. 
Their voices are low and earnest, and 
mingle pleasantly with the gentle ripples 
of the water. 

A fine specimen of the French sailor is 
Henri Leforet, with his broad shoulders 
and frank sunburnt face, crowned with its 
load of dark curls. Just now there is an 
expression in his eyes, and a smile on his 
lips, that render him doubly attractive. 
That look, that smile of ineffable bien Stre, 
come only into a man's face when by the 
side of the woman he loves better than 
aught else in the world j and Henri would 
tell you if you asked him, that Mimi 
Denier his betrothed, his first and last 

17 
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sweetheart, is the light of his eyes and 
the pride of his life. 

It requires no great observation to see, 
tliat here in this quiet secluded spot, this 
rough fishermen's village, are at least two 
hearts as full of devoted love as can be 
found in the thronged city or peopled town. 
Children of nature they are, and as such, 
all is free spontaneous, refreshing, and 
a purer higher feeling comes into the 
heart as one listens to their simple dis- 
course. 

" Mimi," Henri was saying, half-brightly, 
half-anxiously, " I know thee not to-night. 
Where has all thy bright faith and trust 
flown to ?" 

The girl raised her head and looked en- 
quiringly at him. In her petticoat of dark 
crimson short enough to show a perfectly 
turned ankle and afoot whose smallness even 
her sabot could not hide ; a tight light blue 
bodice that left exposed a neck and arms 
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that would have graced a duchess, warmly 
kissed though they had been by an ad- 
miring sun, Mimi Denier formed a picture 
an artist might have longed to portray. 
Her tenue was at once noble and reticent, 
and a quiet subdued power in her strik- 
ingly handsome face showed our heroine 
to be no ordinary girl. There was passion, 
pathos in every lineament — all refined and 
kept under by a wonderful gift of self- 
control. But to-day — the last day she 
and her lover have together, she has put 
all reserve on one side and at his words 
tries to rouse herself from the dreamy 
sadness creeping on her. 

" Henri ! do not blame me," she said 
simply; "thou leavest me to-morrow for a 
long voyage, and I feel low and riad at 
heart. 

He stepped nearer and put an arm round 
her. 

" But Mimi, mon cosur, have I not left 

17—2 
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thee ere this and thou hast bid me God 
speecj, a smile on thy lip and light in thine 
eye ? Wherefore then to-day so triste and 
depressed V 

" I scarcely know," she answered in slow, 
soft tones, u exoept that this voyage to la 
Chine is always more or less dangerous. It 
has proved fatal to many a ship ere now, 
Henri ; and then, vnon ami, thou goest for 
longer this time 1" 

" And is it not that when it is over I 
may have silver enough to set up a snug 
chaumihre for thee and me, sweetheart. 
It shall be my last voyage I promise 
thee ! w 

The girl half smiled and entwined her 
arm round his with a sudden gesture of 
affection. 

" Ah ! Henri, mon ami, if it might be !" 
and then she sighed. 

" Mimi ! Mimi ! What has come to 
thee ? This is not like thyself. Where is 
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the courageous Mimi who once when life 
was perishing yonder, herself drew off my 
coat and bade me risk my life to save my 
fellows. And I blessed thee Mimi for the 
command that spared me the shame of 
other comrades, whose wives and sweet- 
hearts held them back, making them 
traitors to the instinct in their hearts I" 

" It was thy duty then, Henri," she said, 
while a proud light illumined her face one 
instant. "I would sooner have seen thee 
dead at my feet than know thou hadst 
failed in courage and humanity. But now," 
and she turned and hid her face in his 
breast. " Oh ! Henri ! I did not think thy 
Mimi could be so weak !" 

The young fisherman bent and pressed 
a passionate kiss on the bowed head. 

" Mon cemr" he whispered, "I know 
what thou wouldst say. It is not duty 
calls me now. But is it not a duty to earn 
enough money for our simple wants ? We 
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must have the wherewithal to feed little 
mouths when they come, Mimi," and he 
raised her face, blushing brightly now, 
and looked into her eyes with a tender 
smile. 

" It is true, Henri," she murmured, half- 
ashamed, "but — but — I thought I could 
have worked. You see, Henri," she con- 
tinued naively, " I have none in the world 
but thee now le pere et la mkre are gone. 
La tante is good but she has her children. 
And if I lose thee," she turned deadly pale 
and shuddered. " Oh, Henri I mon bien 
airnS, go not this voyage I My lace sells 
well. We shall have enough I" 

He smiled and shook his head. 

" Thou wilt have other things to do, 
Mimi, when thou art my wife," he answered 
gently ; " I doubt me much if thou wilt 
have time for thy lace. Non> non petite, 
thou shalt leave the money-making to thy 
husband." 
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"Mais, Henri !" 

" Mais / je ne veux pas des mais" he 
cried, laughing this time and pinching her 
cheek. " Come I come ! mem enfant, away 
with these gloomy thoughts. Shall I tell 
thee, ma mie, what thy Henri sees in the 
future? A well-filled little chaumifre, a 
little wife adorable et — but I leave thee to 
divine the rest," and he broke into a merry, 
joyous laugh that brought the- colour to 
Mimi's cheek, and a happier light to her 
eyes. 

" May the holy Virgin and all the saints 
grant it," she murmured shyly, with a blush 
and a smile that so transported her lover 
that he stooped to steal another caress on 
the instant. 

"And now, mon caur" he continued, 
" tell me, who has been putting this idea 
into thy head that this voyage will prove 
dangerous to our peace ?" 

" No one I" she answered consciously. 
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" Thou wilt laugh, Henri, I had a dream 
last night !" 

" A dream » (with a smile), " Oh Mimi t 
I thought thou wert too sensible to put 
any feith in dreams. Leave them to Mfere 
Louise and Soeur Magdalene. For us, we 
deal in realities." 

" But, Henri, it was very strange/' she 
replied solemnly ; " methought I was seek- 
ing thee, • and suddenly I came on thee 
dressed all in white. I touched thee, and 
thou wast cold — cold — com/me du marbre" 
and she shuddered. " Then thou didst point 
to a white dress by thy side, and said, 
1 Vims' and though I felt thou wast dead, 
I followed thee, all in white— all in white 1" 
and the girl's eyes were strange and dreamy 
as she spoke. 

" And then, Mimi V 

"I awoke 1" 

" To find the cat licking thy hand, or the 
wind blowing in at the window, n'est ce pas 
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petite," cried the young fisherman, again 
laughing. Bah/ ma colombe. Thou 
hadst too rich a supper last night, without 
doubt 1" 

The girl shook her head, but though 
unconvinced by his raillery, it did her good 
for she sat down and began talking more 
brightly over their prospects. 

The sun had retired from sight some 
time before the two arose. Only a faint 
mist remained of its bright glory. 

" I shall see thee again, mon ami?" 
inquired Mimi, her hand still lingering in 
her lover's. 

Henri hesitated, and then said : 

"I fear not, Mimi belbved. The ship 
leaves before break of day to-morrow." 

Mimi clasped her hands tightly, and 
looked at him with her large eyes. 

" Then it is really adieu, Henri !" she 
murmured, while a strange pallor came into 
her face. 
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V 

" Nay ! not adieu Mimi, only au renoir? 
and the young man strove to speak gaily 
though his lips slightly trembled. Courage 
mm ange. It is but for three months, and 
there is Emile, Louis and ce grand Robert, 
who will be proud to do anything for thee 
in my absence. Only, let them not steal 
this little heart from me," and he touched 
her bodice slightly with his finger. 

She seized his hand, almost a solemn 
reproach in her eyes at his jesting 
tones. 

Then she pointed in the distance, where 
could be seen indistinctly the grey walls of 
a convent. The bells were sounding softly 
and monotonously in the silent air. 

" Henri," she said with strange earnest- 
ness, " if the body can live after the heart 
is broken, yonder convent will be my 
refuge if thou returnest not. Dost under, 
stand ?" 

Henri felt a keen serrement du coeur, 
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and a lump seemed to rise in his throat. 
Almost for the first time did he realise how 
Mimi's life was wrapt up in his. She was 
not one who spoke much of her devotion, 
but to-night had drawn her whole soul 
out. 

He did not answer. He could not. He 
only stretched out his hand and drew her 
to his breast. For one short moment two 
young hearts beat out their agony in 
unison and then they had separated both 
too full of anguish for further speech. 

As the girl moved in the direction of her 
home, her handsome young face set and 
rigid with contained emotion, a big, burly- 
looking fisherman suddenly rose in her 
path. His face was honest and kindly, 
despite the many freckles that marred it, 
and a rough head of fairish hair. 

" MarriseUe Mimi" he said under his 
breath as she passed, and there was a wist- 
ful, timid expression in his face that struck 
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one almost as ludicrous compared with 
his lusty frame and giant limbs. 

But the girl never paused in her course, 
or turned her head. She seemed as if she 
had not even heard. Robert turned away, 
and something like a tear glittered in his 
eye, but he brushed it hastily away with his 
rough coat-sleeve. 

"Robert! thou art an irnhhcile? he 
muttered ; " thou knewest it would be so ! 
Why dost thou hunger for a word or a look 
when she hath none for thee V and the 
man sat down and watched the girl's re- 
treating figure • till it was lost in the 
cottage, with yearning dog-like eyes that 
spoke of a world of unacknowledged feelings 
teeming in his heart. 

Ah I Robert Moreau ! there was a hero's 
soul in thee, simple untaught fisherman 
though thou wert, for thou hadst learnt the 
divine lesson of self-abnegation. Thy wife, 
thou knewest Mimi Denier could never be, 
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and yet the worship of thy true heart was 
hers alone. Thou wast content to give all 
and receive nought in return ; to love en- 
tirely devotedly, with never a hope to urge 
thee on. Yet Robert, we would envy thee, 
for thou hast learnt and practised a 
precept angel voices whisper, " It is more 
blessed to give than to receive." 

The next morning while the sun was 
yet beneath the wave, the ship Creole was 
on its way to China, bearing with it as 
hardy a crew as ever manned a vessel. 
Henri is there straining to catch a last 
sight of a female figure on the sands, arrived 
too late to see the ship weigh anchor. 

Yes, Mimi ! Yes, Henri ! Gaze your 
fill, for where shall ye meet again and 
how ? 
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CHAPTEE II. 

It is ten months now since the good ship 
Creole sailed away from the shores of Ste. 
Val&ie ; yet when she started she was to 
have returned in seven. 

There is doubt and harassing dread in 
many a heart in the small village, but not 
one experiences the intense anguish, the 
silent misery, of Mimi Denier. Morning 
after morning and night after night, is 
her tall figure remarked, mounted still 
and motionless on some high rock, her face 
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set to the seas, watching — watching for 
signs of a vessel which never comes ; and 
Robert — poor Robert — always on her steps, 
when he meets that white hopeless face 
returning from its fruitless quest — sees how 
the grand young figure is losing its round 
proportions, the handsome features their 
delicate contour, he turns away and cries 
like a babe. 

" That I could do anything — anything 
to lessen her pain," he moans to himself; 
"but shfe never says a word. There is 
M6re Sophie who weeps and wails, and 
Marie Durand who tells every one how 
miserable she is because her lover has not 
returned ; but Mimi, she only smiles if they 
speak and remains silent. The women 
wonder, but I can see her heart is breaking 
—breaking, and I can do nothing," and the 
strong man gnashed his teeth with the 
sense of his helplessness. "I — I, who 
would die gladly any moment to save her 
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an instant's pain!" and there was an ex- 
pression on the plain freckled face as 
he spoke, that rendered it almost hand* 
some. 

But after all Robert was only a man, and 
sometimes when Mimi would stop and say 
some little thing to him, and he saw the 
wan, quiet eyes, and recognised the patient* 
heroic spirit growing in its disappointed 
love akin to his own, a sudden great 
anguish would rend his soul and he would 
long with painful, passionate longing, to 
snatch the poor weary bird battling so 
bravely with its wounds, into his arms and 
fly with her to some place where he could 
make her forget her troubles in his tender- 
ness, watch over her as the wood-bird 
watches over her young, and woo back the 
fading happiness to cheek and lip. 

But such thoughts were only momen- 
tary. He knew even as he dreamt them, 
how impossible they were — knew that 
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Mimi could never forget. By his own 
great unchangeable love did he judge of 
hers, so never by a word did the girl 
know of the passion she had evoked. 
Never presuming, never pushing, yet was 
he constantly near her ; and Mimi not 
once suspected how many delicate atten- 
tions she was indebted for, to great 
clumsy Robert. 

She liked him, nay more, it was even 
pleasant to get away from the talkative 
Marie Durand and sit near Robert while he 
mended his fishing-nets. No one ever 
teased her while sitting near him. She 
might think and dream as she would, and 
Robert never interrupted her. Between 
these was friendship quiet and true, but 
nothing more. It says something for the 
man's self-restraint, his utter unselfishness. 
Verily, Robert Moreau, thou wert to be 
envied. As I think of thee those lines of 
Keble's come up to mind : 

18 
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" Meek souls there are who little dream, 
Their daily strife an angeVs theme ; 
Or that the rod they bear so calm 
Shall prove in heaven a martyrs pctim." 

Winter followed autumn rapidly, and 
bitter, biting was the cold that set in. 
Such a season had not been known round 
about for many a year. The snow that 
fell was so heavy that place after place 
was blocked up by reason of the great fall, 
and rumour gave out that all traffic had 
to be given up, owing to the impassability 
of the roads. 

Yet still Mimi Denier kept her watch 
morning and evening on the top of that 
brown rock above the angry waves ; and 
sometimes the white sea-gulls would perch 
on her head and shoulders mistaking 
the still, erect figure for some welcome 
sea-gift, intended by Neptune for their 
particular resting-place. 
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One evening as she stood there, a hand 
was laid timidly on her arm, and Robert's 
voice murmured in her ear : 

"Mam'selle Mimi, I have tidings for 
thee. Prepare thyself!" 

The girl turned so suddenly that she 
would have fallen into the waters below, 
had not Robert stretched out his strong 
arm and righted her. How his blood 
tingled at the contact. It was the first 
time his arm had ever encircled the girl he 
loved and as he withdrew it a crimson 
flush spread over his face, and a half- 
ashamed look stole into his eyes. 

But Mimi noticed none of these things. 

"Robert! What didst thou say?' and her 
hand fell heavily on his rough coat-sleeve 
and her eyes seemed to read him through 
and through. 

" Tidings of the crew, of Henri," he fal- 
tered. " They are here, at least — " But 
Mimi waited to hear ijo more. Another 

18—2 
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instant she had sprung across the rocks 
with the speed of an antelope, and was 
running up swiftly in the direction of the 
beach, where was now visible a small 
crowd. Robert followed her slowly. He 
was accustomed to being put on one side. 
It did not surprise him. How should she 
have eyes or thoughts for any one when 
Henri was near ; and yet, if she knew ! 
But she never did know Robert — never 
would — till thou and she meet before the 
bar of Heaven's King, and then perhaps 
she will recognise thy merit and thy true 
heart, and thank thee then. 

Swiftly Mimi flew to that small crowd. 
Her feet seemed not to totkch the ground, 
the sand scarcely gave way at her pressure. 
Now she is there, right in the centre of the 
group, contemplating with wild eager eyes 
the small band of returned sailors. One by 
one they are scanned and then her cheek 
turned ashen pale, all her strength left her, 
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and without a word or cry she would have 
fallen on the ground, but the captain 
stepped up and caught her. 

"Mimi," he said, as he almost carried 
her out of the gaping curious crowd, 
" Mimi I compose toi ! Thy Henri lives/' 

The colour flew back to her cheek, and 
with a supreme effort of self-control she 
stood erect in front of him. She could 
not speak ; but her beseeching eyes were 
enough. 

" We have had a bad time, Mimi — a 
terrible time. The ship Creole has gone 
down to the bottom and after unparalleled 
hardships we got to land. Dieu soit lou6! 
no lives have been lost." 

" Henri !" her lips moved, but she could 
scarcely get the name out. 

" Is alive and well ; but our danger was 
so great that he vowed, if we ever reached 
home, to make a pilgrimage to the shrine 
of N6tre Dame at B., before he set 
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eyes on his love's face. He started early 
yesterday, and bid me tell thee he will 
return in two days." 

"Thank God!" and Mimi fell on the 
sand on her knees just where she had 
stood, and in her clasped hands and up- 
turned eyes there was an agony of grati- 
tude expressed, which made the captain 
turn from her to hide a tear. Then rising, 
she hurried into her cottage that none 
might mark the high joy in her soul. 

That night was spent on her knees. 
Only Heaven and her own heart knew in 
what communion it was passed. 

The next morning, after arranging aa 
usual a few things for her aunt, she took 
her aside and pointed to her dress. 

" Art going a journey Mimi V inquired 
la tante, as she took in the warm woollen 
dress the short thick shawl crossed on her 
bosom, the scarlet hood, down to the small 
thick sabots. 
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" Qui, ma tante" replied the girl quietly. 
" I go to meet Henri at the Chapelle steps. 
Together we will pay his vow." 

There was earnestness in her speech, an 
exalted look of happiness in her face. Her 
aunt pressed her to her bosom, and then 
said: 

" Go, ma JUle, and Heaven be with 
thee!" 

That was all their parting, and Mimi 

went. 

* * * * 

It is early morning ; bright, beautiful, 
and clear, but cold to iciness. The very 
breath you breathe turns into icicles as it 
comes into contact with the air. The roads 
are thick with snow three feet deep, and 
renders walking no easy undertaking, for as 
yet it is too early for any of it to have been 
cleared away. A young girl is slowly and 
laboriously picking her way through, but 
she seems to heed it little. Her eyes are 
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fixed on the chapelle of " Our Lady," begin- 
ning to stand out clear and well-defined in 
the distance. Another half-hour, and her 
destination is reached. All is silent around. 
The god of dreams seems loth to quit the 

small town of B . Not a soul seems 

out this morning, but bravely and patiently 
Mimi fights her way through the pure, cold 
barricade. There are dark weary lines 
round her handsome eyes, for she has 
walked every inch of the way from St. 
Valerie, but notwithstanding, the smile of 
exalted hope is on her lips and the ex- 
pression of her whole face is at once raised 
and elevated. The hour of her joy is ap- 
proaching. In a few moments she will be 
clasped to her lover's breast, her troubles 
forgotten in the kiss pressed on her lips. 



The chapelle is neared but Mimi starts 
suddenly. She is no longer alone. Two 
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men are speaking softly to each other, and 
bending over a figure on the steps half 
hidden by snow. 

" Frozen to death !" she hears at last, in 
low, awe-struck accents. " He must have 
arrived at the chapelle late last night and 
found it closed, and being weary fell asleep. 
Lepauvre malheureux! n 

A sudden numbness comes over Mimi's 
heart, and the smile fades from her face. 
In a moment her dream is brought to her 
memory. She is about to meet Henri 
clothed in white. She knew what was 
coming before she went a step nearer, knew 
all the terrible trial awaiting her. One 
moment she paused and clasped one hand 
to her heart and a convulsive spasm crossed 
her face, the next and she had joined the men, 
and was looking at the last mortal remains 
of the once frank and joyous Henri Lefordt. 
One pure white statue he looked, for the 
snow was on his hair and covered the 
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whole of his stalwart limbs, only his face, 
from which the men had wiped the sleet 
looked blue and ghastly by contrast. And 
Mimi, her hand still pressed to her heart, 
gazed at him — gazed at him as if she never 
could drink in enough of the sight. She 
did not weep, she did not moan. No ; 
utter despair — utter woe has no outlet ; it 
feeds on the heart ! 

The men, as they looked at her, in- 
stinctively drew back. She spoke. Her 
voice sounded strangely even to herself: 

"I know him," pointing to the rigid 
form before her. "Messieurs, you can 
leave; /will remain in charge till people 
are astir." 

What! a young girl like that offer to 
sit alone in the cold, for all company that 
ghastly body I 

But again something in her manner 
awed and stayed the men as they would 
have remonstrated. As she raised her hand 
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and motioned them away, they glanced at 
each other and slightly shrugging their 
shoulders, turned and left her with her 
dead. 

Mimi waited till they were out of sight, 
till she was the sole living being in that 
quiet spot. Then she knelt down by her 
lover's side, parted his frozen hair and 
pressed one long lingering kiss on his icy 
lips. 

" Cold ! cold 1 Comme du marbre !" she 
murmured as she did so. 

Then rising with a last effort, she drew 
him further up the chapelle steps. It was 
too much for her already weakened frame. 
She fell forward prone and helpless on the 
corpse. Once more she raised herself. She 
entwined her arms about her lover's neck, 
and laid her lips on his. Face to face, 
heart to heart they lay. 

" Henri ! my Henri ! Thine in life I 
thine in death I" 
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They were her last words, for as she 

uttered them Mimi's heart broke. 

* * * * 

Half an hour afterwards several people 
were gathered round the chapdle steps, 
and many a tear fell at the sight that met 
their view, a sight that told a pathetic tale 
of love and devotion. One man alone 
stood dumb and dry-eyed and that was 
Robert Moreau, faithful Robert, who, the 
instant he had learnt of Mimi's departure, 
had followed her knowing and dreading 
the difficulties she would have to encounter. 
What good had he done ? He had arrived 
too late. A great deep groan escaped at 
last from his lips as he comprehended all 
the truth. Some of the people were 
startled at that burst of misery wrung from 
a full heart but he turned away as they 
would fain have comforted him. 

" Verily the heart knoweth its own bit- 
terness." 
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Once more j,he looked, and that sight 
remained engraved in Robert's heart to his 
dying day. 

On the steps lay a young man, and a 
girl held him entwined close in her 
embrace. Snow had again fallen and had 
covered both with a pure spotless pall. 
No bridal robes could have been fairer. 

Mimi's dream was realised. 

In white Henri had come to seek her! 
in white she went to him I 



THE END. 
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